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The firft part of the Conten- 

tionof the two Famous Houfes ofYor/g 

and Lancafter, with the death of 
the good Doke Humfrey. 

gnter At one doore,King Henry the [txtand HumfreyDuke ofCloce - - 
fier, the Dak? of Somerfet , the ! Duke of Buckingham, C ardwaU 
Bcwford, and others • 

enter at the other doore , the Duke of Forks, and the C Marques of Suf- 
folk?, and Queen Margaret, and the Earle of Salisbury andlPar- 
wicke. 

Sufolke. 

K by your high Imperial! Maiefties command, 

^1 had in charge at my depart for France, 

LAs Procurator for your Excellence, 
p fo marry Princes Margaret for your Grace; 
s$o in the ancient famous Citty Towers* 

In prefence of the Kings of France and CyJfUe , y . 

The Dukes of Orleance , Calabar, "Britaine , and jdlottfbn, 

Seuen Earles, twelue Barons, and twenty reuerend Byfhops, 

I did performe mytaske, and was efpoufd. 

And now, moft humbly on my bended knee*. 

In fight of England and her royaliPecrcs, 

Deliucr vp my title in theQueene 

Vnto your gracious Excellence, that are the fubftance 

Of that great fhadow I did reprefent : 

The happiefl gift that eucr Marqucffe gaue, 

Thcfaireft Queenc that eucr King pofleft* 

A a The 
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The eententien fifth* two ffitttfiM tteufei 

wSnc^ecuc Margaret to EirgUfh H « nr ' esCoUrt » 

The oreateftfhew of kindnefleyet we can beftow. 

Is thf* kinde kiffe : O gracious God ot heauen. 

Lend me a heart repleate with thankefulnefle. 

For in this beauteous face thou haft beftowd 
A world of pleafures to my perplexed toulc. 

Queene. Th’excefliue loue 1 bearc vnto your Grace,. 

Forbids me to be lauifti of my tongue, 

Leaft I fhould foeake more then befeemes a woman . 

Let this fuflfice, my bhfle is in your liking. 

And nothing can makepoore Margaret raiferable, 

Vnleffe the frowne of mighty England* king. 

Kinr . Her lookes did wound, but now her fpeech doth pierce 
Lonely Queene Margaret fit downebymy fide : 

And Vnklc Glofter.and you LorldlyPeeres, 

With one voyce welcome my beloued Queene. 

All Lon® line Queene Margaret, Englands happinefle. 
fi«rVVethankeyouall. f Sound trumpets 

Suffolke. My Lord Prote&or, fo it pleafe your Grace,. 

Heere are the Articles confirmd, of peace 
Betweene our Soueraigne and the French king Charles, 

Till terme.ofeightcene months be full expird. 

Hum. Inprimis , It is agreed b «vv«ne the French ^£ hAr eS 
and mlliam de U Pole Marqilefie : of Suffolk*, J* 

Henry king of England, that the faide Henry foal wed & cfpoufe 
the Lady Margaret, daughter to RaynardKu\go ap s, yffe, 
and lerlfalem, and crowne her Queene of England, ere the thir- 

^ ^further agreed betweene them, that the Dutchefle 

Ta2j and of S,ftiall be releafed and ddiuered ouer to 

the King her fa <2)uke Humfrey let sit fall. 

Kmg. How now vnckle, whats the mattet that youftayfo fo- 

^Hum. Pardon my Lord, a fodaine qualrae came ore my heart, 

which dimmes mine eyes that lean rcade no more, ^ 
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cf Yorke and L fittest ffer. 

My Lord of Yorke, I pray do you rcadc on. 

Torke. Item, It is further agreed betweene them, that the Dut- 
chefle of Anioy and of Moyne, foall bee releafed and deliuered o- 
uer to the King her father, and Ihc fent ouer of the king ofEng- 
lands ovvne proper coft and charges,without dowry. 

King. They pleafe vs well, Lord Marqucflc kneele downc : we 
heere create thee firftDuke of Suffolke, and girt thee with the 
fvvord. Cofin of Yorke, wee heere difeharge your Grace from 
being Regent in the parti of France, till termeof i8.months be 
full expirde. 

Thankes vnckle Winchefter,C lofter, Yorke, mA F uckingham, So- 
merfet, Salisbury, and trarrviefy. 

We thanke you for all this greatfauour doncy 
In entertainment to my Princely Queene, 

Come let vs in, and with all fpeede prouide . 

To fee her Coronation be performd. 

Exit King, Queene, and Suffolk*, & Duke Humphrey 
ft ayes all the reft. 

Hum. Braue Peeres of England, pillers of the State, 

To you Duke Humphrey mud vnfold his greefe. 

What did my brother Henry toile himfelfe. 

And waftehis fdbiedh for to conquer France ? 

And did my brother Bedford fpend'his time^ 

To keepe in awe that flout vnruly Realme? 

And hauenot I and mine vnckle Bewfordhcerc, 

Done all we could to keepe that land in peace ? 

And is ail our labours then fpent quite in Vaine ? 

For Suffolke he, the new made Duke that rules the roaft 
Hath giuen away for our King Henries Queene, * 

The Dutchefle of Anioy and Mayne vnto her father. 

Ah Lords,fatall is this marriage, cancelling our ftates, 

Rcuerfing monuments of conquered France , . ? 

Vndoing all, as none had nerc bcette done. 1 , 

CW. Why how now cofiii Glofter, what needs this? 

As it our King were bound vnto your will- 

And mi ght n°c do^his will withont your leaue. * : 

I rood Ptotecfcor, emiyin thine eyes I fee, 

a 3 The 




The contention of the tvoofmm rntbufes*. 

Thebig fwolne venomc of thy hateful! heart. 

That dares prefume gainft that thy Soueraignc likes. 

Hunt. Nay my Lords, tis not my words that troubles you, 

But my ptefence, proud Prelate as thou art : 

But ile be gone, and giuc thee lcaue to fpeake. 

Farewelimy Lords, and fay when I am gone, 

I prophefied France would be loft ere long. 

Exit Duke Humfrej, 

Card. There goes our Protestor in a rage. 

My Lords you know he is my great enemy, 

And though he be Prote&or of the Land, 

And thereby couers his deceitfuli thoughts. 

For you well fee, if he but walke the ftreetes. 

The common people fwarme about him ftraight. 

Crying Iefus bleffe your royall excellence,; 

With God preferue the good Duke Humfrey , 

And many things befides that arc not knowne. 

Which time will bring to light in fmooth duke Humfrey. 

But I will after him,and ifl can, 

lie lav a plot to hcauc him from his, feat e. 

Exit Cardinall, 

Buck- But let vs watch this haughty Cardinall, 

Cofin of Somerfet be rulde by me, 

Wcele watch duke Humfrty and the Cardinall too. 

And put them from the marke they faine would hit. 

Sower. Thankes cofin 'Buckingham, ioyne thou with me, 
And both of vs with the dukeofSuffolke, 

Weele quicklyheaue duke Humfry from his feate. 

Buckj Content, come then let vs about it ftraight. 

For either thou or I will be Protc&or. 

Exit Buckingham and Somerfet, 
Sal. Pride went before, amhitioojfbllowes after. 

Whilft thefe do feeke their owne preferments thus,. ! : 

My Lords let vs feeke for our Countries good: 

Oft haue I feene this haughty Cardinall 
Sweare,and forfweare himfelfe, andbraue it out, 

More like a Ruffian then a man of the Church. 

Cofine 



Torke and Lane* for. 

Cofin Yorkg , the vi&ories thou haft wonne, 

In Ireland , Normandy, and in France , 

Hath wonne thee immortall praife in England. 

And thou braue Warwicks, my thrice valiant fonne. 

Thy fimple plainneffe and thy houfe-keepmg. 

Hath won thee credit amongft the common fort. 

The reuercnce of mine age,and Neuelt name, * 

Is of no little force ifl command. 

Then let vs ioyne all three in one for this. 

That good duke Humfrey may his ftate poflefle. 

But wherefore weepes tfrartvicke my noble fonne. 

War. For greefe that all is loft that Warwtcke won, 

Sonnes. Amoy and Maine , both giuen away at once. 

Why fVarmckJ,\d win thcm,& muft that then which wc wonne 
with our fwords,be giuen away with words. 

Fork*' As 1 haue read, our Kings ofEngland were wont to haue 
large dowries with their wuues, but our king Henry giues air- 
way his owne. 

Saif Come fonnes away and lookc vnto the maine. 

War. Vnto the UWaine, Oh father Maine is loft. 

Which warrvicke by maine force did vv in from France, 

Maine chance father you meant, but 1 meant Maine , 

Which I will win from France,or elfe beeflaine. 

Exit Salisbury and W'arwicke. 
Torke. Anioy and Maine , both giuen vnto the French, 

Cold nevves for me, for I had hope of France, 

Euen as 1 haue of fertile England. 

A day will come when Torke (hall claime his owne. 

And therefore I will take the Neuelt parts, 

And make a (hew of lone to proud duke Humfrey ; 

And whenl (py aduantage, claime theCrowne, 

For thats the golden marke I feeke to bit : 
br (hall proud Lancafler vfurpemy right 
fr hold tbe Scepter in his childifli fif£ 
vpon bis head, 

9^Chnjch-like humors fits not for a Croyvne ; 
iilcn3 ^*fbe ftilUwhUe*iUtirae doeferue, 

• * Watch i 




The contention of the two f mom Houfes, 

Watch thou, and wake when others be afleepe. 

To pry into the fecrets of the Rate, 

Till Henry forfeiting in ioyes of Ioue, 

With his new Bride, and Englands deere bought Queene, 

And Humfrey with the Peercs be falne at iarres. 

Then will I raife aloft the milke-white Rofe, 

With whofe fweet fmell the ayre fhall be perfumde. 

And in my Standard beare the Armes of Yorke, 

To grapple with the houfe of Lancaster : 

And force perforce, file make him yceldc the Crowne, 

Whofe bookifh rule hath Puld faire England downc, 

ExitYorke, 

Enter Duke Humfrey, and Dame ElLner, 

Cobham bis wife . 

Elnor. Why droopes my Lord like ouer-ripened Corne, 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load. 

What feeft thou Duke Humfrey King Henries Crowne? 

Reach at it, and if thine armc bee too fhort, 

Mine fhall lengthen it. Art thou not a Prince# 

Vnckle to the King?and his Prote&or ? 

Then what fhouldft thou lacke that might content thy mmde? 

Hum. My louely Hell, farre be it from my heart, 

To thinke of treafons gainft my Soucraigne Lord, 

But I was troubled with a dreame to night. 

And God I pray, it do betide none ill. 

Elnor. What dreamt my Lord? Good Humfrey tell it me. 
And ile interpret it : and when thats done, 
lie tell thee then what I did dreame to night. 

"Hum, This night when I was laid in bed, I dreamt 
That this my ftaffe, mine Office badge ih Court, 

Was broke in twaine, by whom I cannot gefle : 

But as I thinke by the Cardinall. What it bodes 
God knowes ; and on the ends were plac’d 
The heads of Edmund Duke of Somerfet , 

And ff'illtam de la Pole firft Duke of Suffolk^ * 

Elnor. Tuft 



Yorke and LancaBer . 

Finer Tufhmy Lord, this fignifics nought but this. 

That he that break es a fticke ofGlofters groue. 

Shall for the offence make forfet of his head. 

Rut now my Lord ile tell you what I dreamt, 

Methought I was in the Cathedrall Church 
\t Weftmiufter, and ieated in thechaire 

Where Kings and Queenes are crown d and at my feetc 
Henry and Margaret with a Crowne of Gold, 

Stood ready to fet it on my Princely head 

Hum. Fie Ned. Ambitious woman as thou art. 

Art thou not fecond woman in this land. 

And the Protestors wifefbelou’d of him i 
And wilt thou ftill be hammering treafon thus ? 

Away I fay, and let me hcare no more. 

Elnor. How nowmy Lord, what angry with your Nell 
For telling but her dreame ? The next 1 haue 
Ilekcepe it to my fclfe,and not be rated thus. 

Hum. Nay Nell, We giue no credit to a dreame. 

But I would haue thee to thinke on no fuch things. 

Enter atJMeffenger. 

Mcff. And it pleafe your Grace,the King and Queen to mor- 
row morning will ride a hawking to S. Albones, & craucs your 
company along with them. 

Hum. With all my heart ; I will attend his Grace. 

Come Aft//, thou wilt go with vs 1 am fure. 

Exit Humfrey. 

Elnor. Ile Come after you, for I cannot go before. 

As long asGlofter beares this bafe and humble minde : 

Were I a man, and Proteftor as he is, 

I'de reach to’ch Crowne, or make fome hop headlefie. 

And being but a woman, ile not beliinde 

For playing of my part, in fp'tte of all thatfcektocroflemethus: 

Who is within there? 

Enter fir Iohn Hum. 

What Sir Iohn Hum, what newes with you ? 






T be contention of the two famous Houfes, 

Sir lohn. Icfus preferuc your Maiefty. 

Elnor* My Maiefty : why man, I am but Grace. 

Sir lohn. I, but by the grace of God, and Hums aduice. 
Your Graces ftate fhall be aduanc’d ere long. 

Elnor. What, haft thou conferr’d with Margery lourdain ,the 
cunning witch of Rye, with Roger Bullenbrooke and the reft r and 
will they vndertake to do me good i 

Sir lohn. I haue Madam, and they haue promifed me to raife 
ifpirit from depth of vnder ground, that fhall tell your Grace 
all queftions you demand. 

Elnor. Thankes good fir lohn. 

Some two dayes hence I geffc will fit our time, 

Then fee that they be heere : 

For now the King is riding to Saint Alhones, 

And all the Dukes and Earles alongwith him. 

When they be gone, then fafely may they come, 

And on the backe fide of my Orchard heere. 

There caft their Spelles in filence of the night. 

And fo refolue vs of the thing we wifh ; 

Till when, drinke that for my fake, and fo farewell. 

Exit Elam, 

Sir lohn. Now fir lohn Hum, No words but mum. 

Seale vp your lips, for you muft filent be : 

Thefe gifts ere long will make me mighty rich. 

The Dutchefie fhe thinkes now that all is well, 

But 1 haue Gold comes from another place. 

From one that hyred me to fet her on. 

To plot thefe treafons gainft the King and Peercs j 
And that is the mighty Duke of Sutfolke. 

For he it is, but I muft not fay fo. 

That by my meanes muft worke the Dutcheffe fall. 

Who now by Coniurations thinkes to rife. 

But whift fir lohn, no more of that I tro. 

For feare you lofe your head before you go. 

Enter two Petitioners, and Veter the Armourer i man , 
i . i Petit. Come firs lets linger here abouts a while. 
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Yotkcand Lartcatt ef • 

For but for him a many were vndone, 

That cannot get nofuccour m the Court. 

But fee where he comes with the Queene. 

Enter the Duke ofSujfolke with the Queene, and they take 
him for Duke Humfrcy, andgtues 

him their writings* 



i.ft*. Oh «, this 

Prote&ors 



WNow good-fellows.whom would you freak withal? 
i. Petit. pleafeyour Maieftie, with my Lord 



t 

f 

M 

p 



Qu, Ate your fuites to his Grace ? Let vs fee them firft 5 . 
Lookeonthem my Lord ofiuffolke. 

Suffolk?. A Complaint againft the Cardinals man. 

What hath he done? . . „ , . c 

a. Petit, Marry my Lord, he hath ftole away my wire* 

And th’are gone together, and I know not where to node them. 
Stiff. Hath he ftole thy wife* that’s fome iniury indeede. 

But what fay you i 

Peter Thumpe. Marry fir I come to tell you, that my Mayltei 
faide, that the Duke of Yorke was trueheire to the Crown,and 
that the King was an vfurer. 

Queene. An vfurper thou wouldft fay. 

Peter. I forfooth,an vfurper. 

Queene. Didft thou fay the King was an vfurper ? 
/Yrcr.Noforfooth, 1 faide my maifter faide lo, th’other day 
when wee were fcowring.the Duke of Yorkes armour in our 
Garret. 

Suf. I marry, this is fomethinglike, 

Who’s within there ? 



Enter one or two. 

Sirra, take in this fellow, and kcepc him dofe, 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes t 

And fend out a Purfeuant for his matter ftraight, 

Wcele heerc more ofthis thing before the King. 

Exit with the Armorers man, 
Now Sir, what’s yours i Let me fee it, 

What’s hceref 

A complaint againft theDukeofSuffolke,forcnclofing the 
commons oflong Melford. 

How now fir knaue. 

i .Petit . I befeech your Grace to pardon me, I am but a Mef. 
fengerfor the whole towne-fhip. 

He teares the Papers. 

Suffolk . So now (hew your petitions to Duke Humfrey. 
Villainesget you gone, and come not neere the Court, 

Dare thefe pefants write againtt me thus ? 

Exit Petitioners . 

Sheene, My Lord of Suffolke you may fee by this. 

The Commons loues vnto that haughty Duke, 

That feekes to him more then to King Henry : 

Whofe eyes are alwaies poring on his booke. 

And nere regards the honor of his name. 

But ftill mutt be prote&ed like a childe, 

And gouerned by that ambitious Duke, 

That fcarfe will mooue his cap to fpcake to vs. 

And his proud wife, high-minded Slanor, 

That ruffles it with fuch a troope of Ladies, 

As ftrangers in the Court take her for J^ueene : 

She beares a Dukes whole reuennewes on her backe. 

The other day fhe vanted to her maides. 

That the very trainc of her worft gowne. 

Was worth more wealth then all my fathers landes. 

Can any greefe of minde belike to this? 

I tell thee Pole , when thou didftrun at Tilt, 

And ftolftaway our Ladies hearts in France, 

I thought King Henry had bene like to thee. 

Or elfe thou hadft not brought me out of France. 

Suff. Madam, content your felfe a little while. 

As 1 was caufe of your comminginto England, 

So 



Torke and Lancaster, 

so will I to England wotku your full content , 

And as for proud Duke Humfrey and his wife, 
ftauc let lime- twigs .Sat w,U , entangle them. 

As that your Grace ere long Hull vnderftand. 

But ftay Madame, heere comes the King. 

Enter King Henrie, and the Duke of Torke and the Dukgof Sommer- 
fet on both fides of the King, whiff ermg with him- Theti entereth 
<Vitke Humphrey, DameElanor, the Duke of Buckingham the 
Earle of Salisbury, the Earle of ITamicke, and the fa dm all of 
Winchefter. 

King. M y Lords 1 care not who be Regent in WanCe, or Torke 

or Somerfet, all’s one to me. 

Torke. Mv Lord, \tTorke haue ill demean d himlelte, 

Ler Somerfet enioy his place,and go to Fraunce. 

Saw. Then whom your grace thinkes worthy, let him goc, 
And there be made the Regent oner the French. 

Warveicke. Whomloeuer you account worthy, 

Torh is the worthieft. . r , 

Card. Peace Warwick*, giue thy betters leauc to lpeake. 

War. The Cardnal’s not my better in the fielde. 

Buck. AH in this place are thy betters farre. 

War. And Warwicke may liue to be beft of all.- 
Queens. My Lord in mine opinion, it were beft that Somerfet 
were Regent ouer France. 

Hum. Madame, our Kingis olde enough bimfelfe. 

To giue his anfwer without your confent. 

Queene. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Prote&or ouer him fo long. 

Hum. Madam, I am but Prote&or ore the Land, 

And when ir pleafe his Grace, 1 will refigne my charge, 

Sufolke. Refigne it then, for fince thou waft a King 
( As who is King but thee:) the common ftate 
Doth as we fee, all wholly go to wrackc. 

And Millions of treafure hath beene fpent. 

And as for the Regentlhip of France, 
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I lay Somerfet is more worthy then Torke. 

Torke, He tell thee Suffolk* why I am not worthy, 

Becaufc I cannot flatter as thou canft. 

War. And yet the worthy deeds that Torke hath done. 

Should make him worthy to be honoured heere. 

Suf. Peace head-ftrong Warwick?. 

Wav. Image of pride, wherefore fhould I peace ? 

Suf. Becaufc heere is a man accufde of Treafon, 
pray God the Duke of Torke do dearc himfelfc. 

Ho, bring hither the Armourer and his man. 

Enter the Armourer and hie man. 

If it pleafe your Grace, this fellow here, hath accufcd his maftet 
ofhigh Treafon, and his wordcs werethefe: That the Dukeof 
York? was lawful! heire vnto the Crowne, and that your Grace 
was anvfurper. 

Torke. I befeech your Grace let him haue what punnifhmcnt 
the Law will affoord for his villany. 

King . Come hither fellow, didft thou fpeake thefe words ? 

Arm. An’t (la all pleafe your worfhip, 1 neuer faydeany fuch 
matter,Godismywitnefle,Iamfalfelyaccufed by this villen 
heere. 

Peter. Tis no matter for that, you did fay fo. 

Torke. 1 befeech your Grace, let him haue the Law. 

Armorer, Alas mafter, hang me if euer I fpake the words. My 
accufer is my prentice, and when I did correct him for his fault 
the other day, he did vow vpon his knees that he wuuldbe euen 
with mec •• I haue good witnefle of this, and therefore I befeech 
your worfhip do not caft away an honeft man for a yillaines ac- 
cufation. 

King. Vnclc Glofter, what do you thinke of this i 

Hum, The law my Lord is this by cafe, itrefts fufpicious, 
That a day of combate be appointed. 

And there to try each others right or wrong, 

With Eben ftaues and Sandbags, combatting 
In Smithfieldjbefore your royall Maiefly, Exit Humfrtj . 

t/frmottr. And I accept the combate willingly. 

Peter 



Torke and Lane after, 

Peter. Alaffe my Lord, I am not able for to fight. 

Suf You muft cither fight firra, or elfe be hang d: 

Go 5c ch“ m hence agemc to prifon. ft* m* 

The gueene lets fad her gloue , and hits the Dutcheffe of 
Glofter , a boxe on the eare. 

Queene. Glue me my gloue. Why Minion can you not fee ? 

Shee ftrtkes her. 

I cry you mercy Madam, I did miftake, 

1 did not thinke it had bene you. 

Elnor. Did you not proud French-woman i 
Could I come ncere your dainty vifage with my nayles, 

I’de fetmy ten command’ments in your face. 

King. Be patient gentle Auut, 

It was againft her will. 

Elnor. Againft her will. Good King fliee’ll dandle thee. 

If thou wilt alwayes thus be rul’d by her. 

But let it reft : as hire as I do liue., 

She (hall not ftrikeDame Elnor vnreueng’d. 

Exit Elnor., 

King. Beleeue me my loue, thou wert much too blame : 
-.Would notifor athoufand pounds of Gold, 

*My Noble Vnckle had beene heere in place.. 

Enter Duke Humfrej * 

But fee wherehe comes : I am glad he met her not, 

Vnkle Glofter, what anfwer makes your Grace, 

Concerning our Regent for the Realme of France^ 
Whomthinkes your Grace is meeteft for to fend./ 

Hum. My gracious Lord, then this is my refolue. 

For that theie words the Armourer fhould fpeake, * 

Doth breede fufpition on the part ofYorke, 

Let Somerfet be Regent ore.the French* 

Till trials made, and Yorke may.cleare himfelfe. 

King, Then be it fo, my Lord of Somerfet, 

We make your Grace Regent oucr the French, 

And to defend our right ’gainft famine foes* 

And 
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And fo do good vnto theRcalme of France. 

Make haft my Lord, tis time that you were gone. 

The time of truce I thinke is full expir’d. 

Sower. I humbly thankc your royall Maiefty, 

And take my leauetopofte with fpeed to France. 

Exit Somerfet, 

King. Come Vnkle Glofter, now let’s haue our horfe. 

For wc will to Saint Albones prefcntly. 

Madam your Hawke they lay is fwiit of flight. 

And we will try how (he will ftye to day. Exit omnes . 

Enter Elanoryvith Sir Iohn Hum, Roger Bullenbrooke a Coniurer, 
and Margery lourdaine a Witch. ( 

Elnor . Hecre fir Iohn , take this fcrole of paper here. 
Wherein is writ the queftions you (hall aske. 

And I will ftand vpon this T ower heere. 

And hearc the fpirit what it fayes to you : 

And to my queftions, write theanfwers downe. 

She goes vp to the Tower. 

Sir Iohn. Now firs begin, and caft your fpels about. 

And charme the fiendcs for to obey your wils. 

And tell Dame Elnor of the thing fhe askes. 

Witch. Then Roger Bullenbrooke about thy taske. 

And frame a circle heere vpon the earth, 

Whilft I thereon all proftrate on my face. 

Do talke and whifper with the Diuels below. 

And coniure them for to obey my will. 

Shee lyes downe vpon her face. 
Bullenbrooke makes a Circle. 

Bullen « Darke night, dread night, the filence of the night, 
Wherein the Furies niaske in : hellifh troupes, - 
Send vp I charge you from So fern Lake, 

The fpirit Afcalon to conieto mee. 

To pierce the bowels of this Centricke earth. 

And hither come in twinkling of an eye, 

Afcalon 
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forke And Lsncafier . 

rifeth vp. 

(tirit Now Bullenbrooke what wouldft thou haue me : doe <* 
Firft of the King, what (hall bccomeofh>m ? 

Birit. The Duke yet liues, that Henry (hall depofe. 

But him out-liue, and dye a violent death. 

Bullen What fate awattes the Duke of Suffojke. 

S kater (hall he die, and take h is end. 

Bullen What (hall betide the Duke of Somerfet ? 

Jrtt Let him fhun Caftlcs, fafer (hall he be vpon the fandy 
plaines, then where Cattles mounted ftand : 

Now queftion me no more, for I muft hence agame. 

He (tnkes downe againe. 

!?#/&». Then downe I fay, vnto the damned poole, 

Where Pluto in his fiery waggon fits. 

Riding amidft the findg’ d and parched fmoakes, ■ 

The rode of Dytat by the Riuer Stix t 

There howle and burne for euer in thofe flames. 

Rife lourdaine rife, and flay thy charming Spels. 

Zounds, wc are betraide. 

Enter the Duke of Yorke, and the Duke of Bucking- 
K ham, and others. 

Yorke. Come firs, lay hands on them, and binde them fure. 
This time was well watcht. What Madame arc you there i 
This will be great credit for your husband , 

That you are plotting treafons thus with Coniurers, 

The King (hall haue notice of this thing. 

Exit Elnor about. 

Buck. See heere my Lord, what the diuell hath writ. 

Yorke. Giue it me my Lord, lie fhew itto the King : 

Go firs, fee them faft loekt in prifon. . 

Exit with them* 

Bucking. My Lord, 1 pray you let me go pofte vnto the King, 
Vnto S. Albones,to tell this newes. 

Y< o rke. Content. Away then, about it ftraight. 

C Buck. 










The contention of the two famous Houfes, 

Buck: Farewell my Lord. __ ■ 

Exit 'Buckingham, 

Yorke. Whofe within there i 

Enter one. 

Owe. My Lord. 

Yorke . Sirrah, go will the Earles ofSalsbury and Warwick t 0 
fup with me to night. ^ Xlt 

One . I will my Lord . Exit, 

Enter the King and Quyene with her Hawke on herfifi , and Thfy 
Humfrey and Suffolke, and the Cardinal!, as if 
they came from Hawking* 

gaeene. My Lord, how did your grace like this laft flight? 
But as I caft her offthe winde did rife. 

And twas ten to one, old lone had not gone out. 

King. How wonderfull the Lords workes arc on earth, 

Euen in thefe filly creatures of his hands, 

Vnkle Glofter,how hyc your hawke did fore. 

And on a fodainefouc’d the Partridge downe. 

Suff. No maruell if it pleafe your Maicfty, 

My Lord Prote&ors hawkes do towre fo well, 

They know their mafter fores a Faulcons pitch. 

Hum. Faith my Lord, it’sbut a bafe mindc. 

That fores no higner then a bird can fore. 

Card. I thought your Grace would be aboue the clouds. 
Hum. I my Lord Cardinal!, were it not good 
Your grace could fly toheauen. 

Card. Thy heauen is onearth, thy words and thoughts beat! 
on a Crowne, proud Prote&or, dangerous Peere, to fmoothe if 
thus with King andGommonwcalth. 

Hum. How now my Lord,why this is more then needs,churtli 
men fo hot? Good vnckle can you do’t. 

Suf. Why not.hauing fo good a quarreU,and fobad a caufe? 
Hum. As how,my Lord ? 

Suf. As you, my Lord, and t’like your Lordly Lordes Proto 
Sorlhip. 

Hum. Why Suffolke, England knowes thy infolcace. ^ 

i 



Yorke attd Lmafler. 

not on theft Mon. 

1 Slto wrath, for biefled arc the peacemakers on earth. 
l r^d. Let me be bleffed for the peace 1 make, 

. this proud Proteftor with my fword. 

^H<*m. Faith holy Vnkle, I would it were come to that. 

Pdeft ,‘plantagencts could neuer brook 

^CafdA am Plantagcnet as well as thou, and fonne tolohn of 
Gaunt. 

Hum. Inbaftardy. 

%t. Makevpp 1 / no'fa&ious numbers, but euen in thine owne 
perfon meete me at the Eaft end ot the groue. 

1 Card: Here’s my hand, I will. 

C^'j^ahh Co^Gloft«*had not your man caft g° n 5* 

we had had morefportto day. Come with thy lwordand Buck- 
ler. 

Hum: Gods mother Prieft He fhauc your crowne. 

-Card: Prote<ftor,prote& thy felfe well. 

King The winde growes high, fo dothy our chollcr Lords. 

Enter one crying a miracle, a miracle * 

How now? Now firra,what miracle is it ? 

One. And it pleafe your Grace, there is a man that came blind 

to S.Albones,and hath receiued his fight at the fhrine. 

King Go fetch him hether, that wee may glorifie the lord with 
him. 

Enter the Mator of Saint Albones,and his Brethren, with Mu- 
fieke, bearing the man that had bene blind between 
two in a chaire 

King: Thou happy man, giue God eternall praife. 

For he it is that thus hath helped thee: 

Where waft thou borne i 

Poore man, hi Barwicke pleafe your Maicfty in the North. 

•**«.; Ca Urn. 
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The contention of the two famous Hotifes, 

Hum. At Barwicke, and come thus farre for hclpe. 
Tooreman.l fir, it was told me in my fleepc. 

That fweete Saint Albones fhould giue me my fight againe. 
Hum. What are lame too ? ^ 

P.man. I indeede fir, God helpe me* 

Hum. How camft thou lame ? 

jP. man. With falling off a plum tree. 

Hum. Wert thou blind & would climb plumtrecs? 

P. man. Neuer but once fir in all my life, 

My wife did long for plummes. 

Hum. But tell me,wcrt thou borne blinde ? 

P.man. I truly fir, 

Woman. I indeed fir, he was borne blinde. 

Hum. What art thou his mother ? 

IToman. His wife fir. 

Hum. Hadft thou beene his mother. 

Thou couldft haue better tolde. 

Why let me fee, I thinke thou canft not fee yet, 

9 Man. Y es truly matter, as deare as day. 

Hum. Sayft thou fo: what colours his cloake f 
P. man, Red matter ,as red as blood. 

Hum. And his cloake ? 

P.man. Why that’s greene. 

Hum. And what colour’s his hofe ? 

P. man. Yellow matter, yellow as gold. 

Hum. And what colour’s my Gowne ? 

P.man. Blacke fir,as blacke as let. 

King. Then belike he knowes what colour ietis on. 

Suf. And yet I thinke let did he neuer fee. 

Hum. But dokes & gowns ere this day many a one. 

But tell me firra, what’s my name ? 

P.man.Ahs matter I know not. 

Hum. What’s his name ? 

P .man. 1 know not. 

Hum. Nor his ? 

P.man. No truly fir. 

Hum. Nor his name? 
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of YorkeandLancafter, 
p.man. So indeede matter. 

Bum. Whats thine ownc name ? 
p m an. Sander, and it pleafe you maifter. 

Hum. Then Sander fit there, the lyingeftknaue inChriften- 
. m xf'thou hadft bene borne blinde, thou mightft afwcl haue 
knowne all our names, as thus to name the feuerall colours wee 
, weare. Sight may diftinguifh of colours,but fodainly to no- 
minate them all, it is impoflible. My Lords,t S. Albones heere 
hath done a miracle,# would you not think his cunning to bee 
great, that could reftorc this Cripple to his legs againe. 

S P. man. Oh matter I would you could. 

Hum. My Matters of S. Albones, 

Haue you not Beadles in your To wne. 

And things call’d whippes? 

(jllayer*Tes my Lord, ifit pleafeyour Grace, 

Hum. Then fend for one prefcntly. 

Maior. Sirra, go fetch the Beadle hither ftraight.. Exit onto 
Hum. Now fetch me a ftoole hither by and by. 

Now firra, if yo,u meane to fauc your felfe from whipping, 

Leape me oucr this ftoole, and runne away. 

Enter a 'Beadle. 

P. man, Alas matter I am not able to ftand albne. 

You go about to torture me in vaine. 

Hum.W ell fir, we mutt haue you findeyourlegges. 

Sirra Beadle, whip him till he leape ouer that fame ftoole. 

Beadle. I will my Lord, come on firra, off with your Doublets 
quickly. 

Poore man. Alas matter what fhall I do, l am not able to ftand. 

After the Beadle bath hit him one ierke , he leape t ouer the ftoole, and 
runnes away^ and they run after him, crying a Myracle, a \JMy- 
racle . 

Hum. A miracle, a miracle, let him be taken againe, and whiptc 
through euery Market T owne till he comes at Barwicke where 
he was borne. 

Maior. It tbailbe done my Lord.. Exit Mayor. 

Lord Protestor bath done wonders to day 3 

C„ 3 ' Hee 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes , 

He hath made the blindc to fce,and halt to goc. 

Humph. I, but you did greater wondcrs,whe you made whole 

Dukedomes flye in a day, 

Witnefle France. 

KingMtMc done I fay, and let me heare no more of that. 

Enter the T)ule of 'Buckingham, 

What newes brings Duke Humfrey of Buckingham^ i 

r Buck J 111 newes for fome my Lord,and this ids. 

That proud dame Elnor our Protc&ors Wife, 

Hath plotted T reafons gainft the King and Peeres, 

By witchcrafts,forceries,and coniurings. 

Who by fuch meanes did raife a fpirit vp, 

T o tell her what hap fhould betide the State, 

But ere they had finiflit their diuellifh drift. 

By 2V£* and my felfe they were all furprit.de. 

And heeres the anfwere the diuell did make to them. 

King.Fwb of the King, what ("hall become of him ? 

Reads, The Duke yet liues,that Henry Ihall depofe. 

Yet him out-liue,and die a violent death. 

Gods will be done in all. 

What fate awaits the Duke of Suffolke g 
By water ihall he die and take his end. 

Sufolke.By water muft: the Duke of Suffolk^ die? 

It muft be fo,or elfe the diuell doth lie. 

Ktng.Lct Somerfet fhun Caftles, 

For fafer ihall he be vpon the fandy plaines. 

Then where Caftles mounted ftand. 

Card. Heeres good ftuffe,how now my Lord Protefior, 
This newes Ithinke hath turnd your weapons point, 

1 am in doubt youlc fcarfely keepe your promife. 

Humph, F o ib e a r e ambitious Prelate to vrge my greefe, 
And pardon me my gracious Soueraigne, 

For heere I fweare vnto your Maiefty, 

That l am guiltlefle of thefe hainous crimes 
Which my ambitious wife hath falfly done. 

And for (he would betray her foueraigne Lord, 

ndba 



I heere renounce her from my bed and boord, 
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of Torkeand Lancalier, 

And leaueher open for the law to iudge, 

Vnleife (he cleare her felfe of this foule deed. 

X/»^.Comemy Lords, this night weelelodge inS ,Albom, 
And to-morrow we will ride to London, 

And trie the vtmoftof thefe treafons forth. 

Come vnckle Glofter along with vs, 

My minde doth tell me thou art innocent. 

; Exit omnet. 

Enter the Duke of Terke , and the Earle) of SalUbury 
and Warwicke. 

Yorke My Lords, our limplcfuppcr ended thus, 

Let me reueale vnto your honors heere. 

The right and title of the houfe of Yorke 
ToEnglands Crowne by lincall defent. 

jf^r.Thcn. Yorke begin, and if thy claime be good, 

The Ncuils are thy fubie&s to command. 

TVfce.Then thus my Lords, 

Edward the third had leuen fonnes. 

The firft was Edward the blacke Prince, 

Prince of irales. 

T he fecond was William of Hatfield, 

Who dyed young. 

The third was Lyonell, Duke of Clarence , 

The fourth was Iohn of Gaunt, 

The Duke of Lancafier. 

The fift was Edmund. of Langley, 

Duke of Yorke. 

The fixt was U^illiam of Wtndfore, 

Who dyed young. 

The feauenth and laft .was Sir Thom as of Woodftocke, Duke of 
Yorke. 

Now Edwardt\\e blacke Prince dyed before his Father, leauing 
behinde him two fonnss, £W)p<2>7^borne at Angolefme, who died 
young,and Richard that was after crowned King, by the name of 
Kichardt he fecond,who dyed without an heyre» 

Lyonell 
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The contention of the Wo famous Houfes, 

Lyoncll Duke of Clarence dyec!, and left him one only daugH- 
ter, named Thidip , who was married to Edmund Mortimer carle 
of March and Vlftcr : and lo by her I claime the Crowne, as the 
true heire to Lyonell Duke of Clarence, third fonne to Edward 
the third. Now fir, in time of Richards reigne,Henry of Bulling, 
brooke, fonne and heire to John of Gaunt, the Duke of Lanca. 
fter fourth fonne to Edward thethird, he claim’d the Crowne, 
depofd the Mcrthfull King, and as both you know ,* in Pomfret 
Caftle harmelefleRichard was fliamcfully murthered,and foby 
Richards death came the houfe ofLancaftervntojhe Crowne. 

Sal. Sauing your tale my Lord, as I haue heard in the reigne of 
Bullenbrooke, the Duke of Yorke did claime the Crowne, and 
but for Owen Glendour had bene King. 

Torke. True: but fo it fortuned then, by meanes of thatmon. 
ftrous rebell Glendour, the noble Duke ofYorke was putte to 
death, andfoeuer fince theheircs of Iohn of Gaunt haue poflTef- 
fed the Crowne. But if the iffue of the elder fhould fuccecd be- 
fore the iffue ofthe younger, then ami lawfull heire vnto the 
Kingdome. 

IParmckS' What proceedings can be more plain, he claimet 
it from Lyonell Duke of Clarence, the third fonne to Edward 
the third, and Henry from Iohn of Gaunt the fourth fonne. So 
that till Lionels iffue failes, his fhould not reigne. Itfayles not 
yet, but flourifheth in thee and in thy fonnes, braue flips offuch 
a ftocke. Then noble father, kneele we both together, & in this 
priuate place, be we the firft to honour him with birth-right to 
the Crowne. 

Both. Long hue Richard Englands royall King. 

Torke. I thanke you both. But Lords I am not your King, vn- 
tilthis fwordbe Iheathed cuen in the hart blood ofthe houfe of 
Lancafter. 

War. Then Yorke aduifethy felfe,and take thy time, 

Claime thou the Crowne, and fet thy Aandard vp. 

And in the fame aduance the milkc-white Rofe, 

And then to guard it,will I rowfe the Beare, 

Enuiron’d with tenthoufand Ragged ftaues. 

To aide and helpe thee for to win thy right, 

Mauger 
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Torke and Lane after. 

Mauser the proudeft Lord of Henries blood. 

That dares deny the right and claime of Tor ig. 

For why, my minde prefageth I Avail hue 
To fee the noble Duke of Torke to be a King. 

r^rk. Thanks noble Warwicke, and Torke doth nope to lee. 
The Earle of irarwicke Iiue, to bee the greateft man in England, 
but the King. Come lets goe. 

exst omnes . 

Enter King Henry and the Queene,Duke Humfrey,thc Duke of S uf- 
f ■like, and the Duke of 'Buckingham , the Cardinall, andDame Sl- 
nor Cobhamjed with the Officers, and then enter to them the 'Duke 
of Torke ,aud the Earles of Salisbury and Warwtcky. 




KingSuna forth Dame Elnor fibham Dutches of Glofter, and 
hearcthefentence pronounced againft thee for thefe treafons, 
that thou haft commuted gainlf V$,our State and Peeres. 

Fitft for thy hainous crime, thou ftialc two dayes in London 
do pennance barefoot in the ftreetes, with a white Iheete about 
thy body, and a waxe Taper burning in thy hand. That done, 
thou (halt bebaniftied for euer into thelfle of Man,theretoend 
thy wretched daies j and this is our fentence irreuocable. Away 
with her. 

Elnor. Euen to my death, for I haue liued too long. 

Exit fome with Elnor . 

K«rjt.Greeue not noble Vnckle,butbe thou glad. 

In that thefe treafons thus are come to light, 

Leaft God had pourdc his vengeance on thy bead, 

Forhcr offences that thou heldft fo deare. 

Humph. Oh gracious Henry, giue me leaue a while. 

To leaue your Grace, and to depart away. 

For forrowes teares hath gripte my aged heart. 

And make* the fountaines of mine eyes to fwcll. 

And therefore good my Lord,let me depart. 

King, With all my hart good vnckle,wh£ you pleafe 
Yet ere thou go cH,Humfrey refigne thy ftaffe. 

For Henry willbenotnoreprote&ed. 

The Lord (hall be my guide both for my land and me, 

D Humph, 
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The contention of the two famous Houfies » 

Hum. My ftaffe, I noble Henry, my life and all. 

My ftaffe, 1 yeelde as willing to be thine. 

As ere thy Noblefather made it mine s 
And euen as willing at thy fcete l leane it. 

As others would ambitioufly receiue it. 

And long hereafter, when I am dead and gone. 

May honourable peace attend thy throne. 

King. VnkleGlofter, ftand vp and go in peace. 

No leffebelou’dofvs, then when 
Thou wert Protestor ouer this my land. Exit 

Queene. Take vp the ftaffe, for heere it ought to ftand. 
Where fhould it be, but in King Henries hand? 

Torke. Pleafe it your Maiettic, this is the day 
That was appointed for the combating 
Betweene the Armourer and his man, my Lord, 

And they are ready when your Grace doth pleale. _ > 

King. Tlven call them forth, that they may try their rights. 



Snter at one doore the Armourer and hie neighbours, drinking tohm 
Co much that he is drunken, and he enters with a drum before hm, 
J and his ftaffe with afandbag fattened to it, and at the other dm 
his man with a drum andfandbag, and Vrentifes drtnkmg to hm. 



i Neighbor. Here neighbour Horner, I drinke to you in a cup 
of Sacke ; and feare not neighbor, you ftiall do well enough. 
z Neigh. And here neighbor ,here’s a cup of Charneco. 

3 Neigh. Here’s a pot of good double beere.neighbor dfintt 
and be merry.and feave not your man. 

Arm. Let it come, yfaith lie pledge you all, 

AndafiggeforPeter. 

1 Pren. Here Peter, I drinke to thee,and be not attraid.* 

2 Tren. Here Peter, here’s a pinte ofClaret wine for thee. 

3 Pren. And here’s a quart for me, and be merry Peter, 

And feare not thy mafler, fight for credit of thePrentifcs. 

Peter. I thankeyouaU,but lie drinke no more: 

Heere Robin,and if I dye, heere I giue thee my hammer. 

And Will thou (halt haue my aperne: and heere T om, ^ 
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Torkeand Lane Alter. 

Take all the money that I haue. J , . t 

o Lordbleffe me I pray God, for I am neuer able to deale with 
my matter, he hath learn’d fo much fence already. 

™ Salts. Come leaue your drinking, and fall to blowes. 

Sirra, what’s thy name? 

Pet. Peter forfooth. 

Saif. Peter : what more ? 
pet. Tihumpe. 

Saif. Thumpe, then fee that thou thumpe thy maifter. 

Am. Here's to thee Neighbour, fill all the pots againe, fot 
before wee fight, looke you, 1 will tell you my mindc ; for I am 
come hither as it were ofmy mans inftigation,to prouc my felfe 
an honeft man, and Peter a knaue :and fo haue at you Peter with 




capart. 

Pet. Law you now, 1 told you hee’s in his fence already. 

A/armes, Peter hits him on the head and fels him » 
tArm. Hold Peter, 1 confefle, T reafori,treafon. He dies. 

Pet. O God I giue thee praife. He kneels dome 

Pren. Ho well done Peter. God faue the King. 

King.Go take hence that Traitor from our fight, 

For by his death we do perceiue his guilt, 

AndGod in iuftice hath reueal’d to vs 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow. 

Which he had thought to haue murthered wrongfully. 

Come fellow, follow vs for thy reward. Exit omnes , 

Enter Duke Humfrej and his men t in mour- 
ning cloakes. 

Hum. Sirra, what’s a clocke ? 

Seruing. Almoft ten my Lord. 

Hum, Then is that wofull houre hard at hand. 

That my poore Lady fliould come by this way. 

In fhamefull penance wandering in the ftreets. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble minde abrooke 
The abieft people gazing on thy face. 

With enuious lookes laughing at thy fhame, 

Thaterft did follow thy proud Chariot whccles, 

D a When 




The contention of the tvoo famotts Honfes y 
When thou didft ride in triumph through the ftrcetcs* 

Enter Dame Elnor Cobban hare-foote, and a whitejheete about her, 
with a waxe Candle in her hand , and verfes written on her backs & 
find on, and accompanied with the Sherifes of London, and Str l ok 
Standlj, and Officers, wtth Bits and Holbards. 

Serumg.Uy gracious Lord, fee wher my Lady comes, 
pleafe icyour grace ,wcclc take her trom theShcriiTCsf 
Humph. 1 charge you for your liues ttir not a foote, 

Nor offer once to draw a weapon heere. 

But let them do their office as they fhould. 

Elmr . Come you my Lord to fee my open fliame ? 

Ah Glofier, now thou doft penance too. 

See how the giddy people looke at thee. 

Shaking their heads,and pointing at thee heere. 

Go get thee gone, and hide thee from their fights, 

And in thy petit vp ftudy rue my fliame, 

Andban thine enemies. Ah mine and thine. 

Hum. Ah A^ftfweet AM, for get this extreme griefe. 

And beare it patiently to eafe thy heart, 

Elnor. Ah Glofter,teach me to forget my leite, 

For whilft I thinke I am thy wedded Wife 
The thought of this doth kill nfiy wofull heart. 

The ruthleffe flints do cut my tender feete, 

And when ! ftart,the cruell people laugh. 

And bids me beaduifed how I tread, 

And thus with burning Tapor in my hand, 

Malde vp in fhame,with papers on my back®. 

Ah Glofter,can I endure this and liue ? 

Sometime ile fav I am Duke Humphreys wife* 

And he a Prince", Pfotedior of the land, '‘i {»< -« 

Butfo he rulde, and fuch aPrincehe was, " ' ■■ 

As he flood by, whilft 1 his fore-lorne Dutcheffe 
Was led with fhame,and made alaughing ftockc, 

r °HumffiejMy lonely iW/,wh« wouldft thou baue rnedo^ 



Torke and Lane After, 

Should T attempt to refeue thee from hence, 

1 fhould incurre the danger of the law, 

V d thv difarace would not be fbaddowed fo. 

^ Elnor. Be*thou milde,and flir not at my difgrace, 

Vncill the axe of death hang ore thv head. 

As fhortly fure it will.For Suffolke he, 

Fhe new made Duke, that may do all in all 

With her that loues him fo, and hates vs all. 

And impious Torke, and Bewford that falfe Prieft, 

Haue all lymde bufhes to betray thy wings. 

And ftye thou how thou canft,they will entangle thee. 

Enter a Herald of Armes, 

Herald , I fummon your Grace vnto his Highnes Parlament, 
holden at S. Edmonds -Buy, tbz firft of the next Month. 

Hum. A Parllament,and our confent neuer craude 

Thereinbefore. This is ’ 

Well, we will be there. ^ x,t Herald,, 

Matter Sheriffe, I pray proceede no further againft my 
Lady, then the courfe of law extends; 

Sher . Pleafe it your Grace, my office here doth end, 

Andlmuft deliuer her to Sir lohn Stanly, 

To be conduced into the Ifle of Man, 

Humfrey.'bAnft.'yon fir lohn conduct my Lady ? 

Standlj .1 my gracious Lord,for fo it is decreed. 

And I am fo commanded by the King. 

Humph. I pray you fir Iohn,y fe her nere the worfe. 

In that I intreate you to vfc her well. 

The world may fmile againe, and I may Hue 
Todoyoufauour.ifyou do it her. 

And fofir John farewell, 

Elnor. What gone my Lord,and bid not me farewel 
Humph. Witneffe my bleeding heart, I cannot ftay to fpeake 

Exit Htmfrey and humen. 

Elnor. Then is he gone, is noble Glofter gone. 

And doth Duke Humfrey now forfake me too ? 

Then let me hafte from out faire Englands bounds, 

Come come,and let vs hafte away. . 

D j:; Standlj, 
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Stonily . Madam let’s go vnto fome houfc heereby. 

Where you may fhiftyour felfe before we go. 

Elnor Ah good hr Iohn, my (hame cannot be hid. 

Nor put away with calling off my rtieetc : 

But come let vs go, mafter Sheriffe farewell. 

Thou haft but done thy office as thou fhouldft. 

Exit omiits 

Enter to the Parliament. 

Enter two Heralds before, then the Duke of Buckingham ,tke Duke of 
Sujfelke , and then the Duke ofYorke,and the C ardinaU offVincbe. 
fter, and then the King and the Queene, and then the Earle of Sa- 
lts bury jtnd the Earle of Warwicke. 

King. I wonder our Vnklc Glofter ftayes fo long. 

Queene. Can you not fee ? or will you not perceiue. 

How that ambitious Duke doth vfe himfelfe ? 

The time hath beene, but now the time is paft, 

That none fo humble as Duke Humfrcy was : 

But now let one mcete him euen in the morne. 

When eucry one will giue the time of day. 

Yet he will neither moue nor fpeake to vs. 

See you not how the Commons follow him 
In troopes,Grying, God faue the good Duke Humfrcy, 
Honouring him as if he were their King ? 

Glofter is no little man in England, 

And if he lift to ftirre commotions, 

Tis likely that the people will follow him. 

My Lord, if you imagine there is no fuch thing. 

Then let it pafle,and call’t a Womans feare. 

My Lord of Suffolke, Buckingham, and Y orke, 

Difproue my allegations if you can. 

And by your fpeechcs, if you can reproue me, 

I will fubfcribc and fay, I wrong’d the Duke. 

Suf. Well hath your G race forefeenc into that Duke, 

And if I had beene licenc’d firft to fpeake, 

I thinke I (hould haue told your Graces tale. 

Smooth runnes the brooke, whereas the ftreame is deepeft. 

No, 





Torke and Lancaster* 

No, no, my Sontraigne, Glofter is a man 
vUwded yet, and tall of deep, decent 
Enter the Duke of Somerfet . 

King- Welcome Lord Somerfet, what newes from France ? 
Somer. Cold newes my Lord, and this it is. 

That all your holds and Townes within thofe Territories 
Is ouercome my Lord ; all is loft. 

King. Cold newes indeede Lord Somerlet, 

butGods will bee done. 

York?. Cold newes for me, for I had hope of f* ranee, 

Eucn as I haue of fertile England. 

Enter Duke Humfrey. 

Hum. Pardon my Liege, that 1 haue ftaide fo long; 

Suf. Nay Glofter know, that thou art come too footie, 
Vnleflethou proue more loyall then thou art. 

We do arreft thee on high T reafon heere. 

Hum* Why Suffolkes Duke thou fhalt not fee me blufli. 

Nor change my countenance for thine arreft 
Whereof I am guilty, who are my accufers ? 

Yorke.Tis thoght my lord your grace took bribes from Frace, 
And ftopt the foldiers of theirpay, 

Through which his Maiefty hath loft all France. 

Hum. Is it but thought fo? And who are they that thinke fo ? 
So God me helpe, as I haue watcht the night, 

Euer intending good for England ftill, 

Thatpeny that euer I tooke from France, 

Be brought againft me at the Judgement day. . 

I neuer rob’d the foldiers of their pay. 

Many a pound of mine ownc proper coft 
Haue I fent ouer for the foldiers wants, 

Bccaufe I would notracke the needic Commons. 

Car. In your Protedlorfhip you did dcuife 
Strange torments for offenders,by which meanes 
England hath beene defam’d by tyrannie. 

Why tis well knowne,thac whilft I wasProte&or 
Pitty was all the fault that was in me ; 

A murtherer or foule feloniousTbscfe, 
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That robs and murders filly paffcngers, 

I torturd aboue the rate of common law. 

Stiff. Tufh my Lord, thefe be things of no account. 
But greater matters are laid vnto your charge, 

I do arreft thee on high treafon heere. 

And commit thee to my good Lord Cardinal!, 

Vntill fuch time as chou canft cleare thy felfe. 

King . Good vnckle obey to his arreft, 

I haue no doubt but thou (halt cleare thy felfe. 

My confcience cels me thou art innocent. 

HumJi . h gracious Henry , thefe dayes are dangerous 
And would my death might end thefe miferies. 

And ftay their moodes for good King Henries fake. 

But I am made the Prologue to their play. 

And thoufands more muft follow after me. 

That dreads not yet their liues deftru&ion. 

Suffolkes hatefull tongue blabs his hearts malice, 
Bervfords fiery eyes fhewes his enuious minde, 
Buckinghams proud lookes beWraics his cruel thoghts. 
And dogged Torke that leuels at the Moone, 

Whofe ouerweening arme I haue held backe. 

All you haue ioyn’d to betray me thus : 

And you my gracious Lady and foueraigne Miftreffe, 
Caufleflc haue laid complaints vpon my head, 

1 ftir 11 not want falfe witnelfes enough, 

That fo amongft you.you may haue my life. 

The Prouerbe no doubt will be perform’d, 

A ftaffe is quickly found to beate a dog. 

Stiff. Doth he not twit our foueraigne Lady here, 
Asifthatfhe with ignominious wrong. 

Had fuborn’d or hired lome to fweare againft his life. 
Qa. But I can giue the lofer leaue to fpeake. 

Hum . Far truer fpoke then meant, I lofe indeed, 
Befhrew the winners hearts, they play me falfe. 

5»c^.Heele wreft the fence, and kcepe vs here alday 
My Lord of Winchefter,fee him fent away. 

Car. Who’s within there i Take irt Duke Humfrey, 
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fechim earded fure within my houfe. 
ffm Oh,thus King Henry cafts away his crouch, 

« f his less can bcare his body vp. 

And puts his watchfuil fhepheard ftom his fide, 

Whilft wolues ftand fnarring who fiiall bite him firft, 
Orwell my foucraigne,long maift thou emoy 
Thv fachershappy daies,free from annoy. 

' Exit Humfrey with the t ardtnals men* 

My Lords.what to your wifdomi ihal feembeft 
Do and vndo as if our felfe were heere. 

<2#.What,wil your highntG'c lcauc the Pa* lament t 
gjng.\ MargaretJAyhtva is kiid with griefe, 
Wheeve I may fit and figh inendlefle mone, 
hor who'saTraitor,Glofter he is none. 

Sxtt KtngySa/iskury and W'arwicke. 

2»,Then fit we downe againe my Lord Cardinal!, 
Sheiks, Buckingham Torke and Somerfet. 

Let vs confult of proud Duke Humpies fall. 

In mine opinion it were good he didc, 

Forfafety of our King and Common-wealth. 

Suf.Knd fo thinke I Madam/or as you know. 

If our King Henry had fhooke hands with death, 

Duke Humfrey then would lookc to be our King: 

And it may be by pollicie he workes. 

To bring to pafle the thing which how we doubt. 

The Foxe barkes not when he would fteale the Lamb, 
But if we take him ere he do the deed. 

We Ihould not queftion if that he (hould Hue. 

Torke No jet him die.io that he is a Fox, 

Lead that in liuing he offend vs more. 

O.Then let him die before the Commons know. 
For feare that they do rife in armes for him. 

JVfcf.Thcn do it fodainly my Lords. 

Suff. Let that be my Lord Cardinals charge & mine. 
Car. Agreed,for hee’s already kept within my houfe. 
Enter a tMeffenger. 
is«.How now firrha,what newes ? 
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C^w.Madame.I bring .you newcs from Ireland, 

The wilde Onele my Lords,is vp in armes. 

With troupes of Irifh Kernes, that vncontrolde 
Doth plant themfelues within the Englifh pale.. 

And burnes and fpoiles the Country as they go. 

Jj)u . What redreffe (hall we haue for this,My Lords > 
Yorke.’ Twere good that my Lord of Somerfet 
That fortunate Champion werefent ouer. 

To keepe in awe the ftubborne Iriftuncn, 

He did fo much good when he was in France. 

Sower. Had Yorke bene there with all his farre fetcht 
Pollicies,he might haue loft as much as I. 

For^e.I,for Yorke would haue loft his life, before 
That France (hould haue Ecuoked from Englands rule. 

Somer.l fo thou mightft, and yet haue gouem’dworfethenl, 
7or£e.What,worfe then naught? then a (hametakeall. 
Sewer. Shame on thy fclfe.that wilheth fliaroe. 
^«ee».Somerfet forbeare,good Yorke be patient,. 

And do thou take in hand to croffe the leas. 

With troopes of armed mcn,to quell thepiidc 
Ofthofe ambitious Irilh that rebell. 

Tsrfce.Well Madame, fith your Grace is fo content. 

Let me haue fome bandes of chofen foldiers. 

And Yorke (hall trie his fortunes ’gainft thofe Kernes. 

£)ueen.Y orke thou fhalc.My Lord of Buckingham, 

Let it be it your charge tomuftervp fuch foldiers 
As (hall fuffice him in thefe needfull warres. 

S«c^.Madame J will,and leuie fuch a band 
As foone fhall ouercome thofe Irifh Rebels. 

But Yorke, where (hall thofe Soldiors ftay for thee ? 

Yorke.ht Briftow,rie expeft them ten daics hence. 
Swc^.Then thither fhall they come, and fo far well. 

Exit Buck, 

Yorke, Adieu my Lord of Buckingham. 
j£#ee«.Suffolke,remember what you haue to do. 

And you Lord Cardinall,corKeming Duke Hmtfrey. 

T’were good that you did lee to it in time. 

Cot* 




Yorke find Laneafter. 
r<>m( i-t vs eo.that it may be perform’d. 

CornC 8 Exit omnesyjbtanet Yorke, 



Yorke Now Yorke bethinke thy felfe,and rouzc thee vp, 
Take time whilft it is offered thee fofaire, 

Leaft when thou wouldft,thou canft it not attaine, 

T’was men 1 lackt,and now they giue them me, 

And now whilft I am bufie in Ireland, 

I haue feduc’d a head-ftrong Kentifhman, 

John Cade of Jjhford, 

Voder the title of John Mortimer , 

(For he is like himeucry kindeof way) 

To raifecommotion,and by that meanes 
I fhall perceiue how the common people 
Do affe<ft the clairae and houfe of Yorke, 

Then if he haue fucceffe in his affaires. 

From Ireland then comes Yorke againe. 

To reape the harueft which that coyftrill fowed. 

Now if he (hould be taken and condemn’d, 

Hce’l ncre confeflc that I did fet him on. 

And therefore ere I go ile fend him word. 

To put in pra&ife and to gather head. 

That fo foone as I am gone he may begin 
T o rife in armes with troopes of country fwatnes, 

To helpchimto performe this enterprise. 

And then Duke Humfrey,he well made away. 

None then can ftop the light to Englands Crowne, 

But Yorke can tame, and headlong pull them downe. 

Exit Torke. 



then the Curtaines being dr atone, Duke Humfrey is difeouered in his 
bed, and two men ly ing on his breft , and [mothering him in hit bed. 
jind then enter the Duke of Suffolke to them . 

SufMovj now firs, what haue you difpatcht him ? 

One . I my Lord,hee’s dead I warrant you. 

Suf.Yhen fee the doathes laid fmoothe about him ftill. 

That when the King comes,he may perceiue 
No other, but that he dide of his owne accord. 
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t . Atl things is handfome now my Lord. 

Suf. Then draw the Curtaines againc and get you gon. 

And you foallhaueyourfirme reward anon. 

1 Exit mttrtherpr j, 

Enter the King and Queene,tbe Duke of Buckingham, and the Du^ 
of Somerfet,and the Cardinal!. 

King. My Lord of Suffolke go call our Vnkle Glofter, 

Tell him this day wc will that he do clecre himfelte. j 

Suffolk*. I will my Lord. > Exit Suffolk;, ' 

K. And good my Lords proceed no fittther gainft our vncklc, 
Then by iuft proofe you can affirme r 
For as the fucking childe or harmieffe Lambc, 

So is he innocent of treafon to our State. 

Enter Suffolk e. 

How now Suffolke, where’s our Vnckle? 

Suf. Dead inhis bed, my Lord of Glofters dead. 

The Kingfals in a found. 

Queene. Aye me, the King is dead .• hclpe, helpe, my Lords, 
Suf, Comfort my Lord, gracious Henry comfort. 

King. What doth my Lord of Suffolke bid me comfort i 
Came he euen now to ling a Rauens note. 

And thinkes he that the cherping of a Wren* 

By crying comfort through a hollow voyce. 

Can fatisfiemy greefes, or eaferoy heart ? 

Thou balefull meflengerout of my light. 

For euen in thine eye-bals murthcr fits : 

Yet do not goe. Come Baliliske 
And kill the gazer with thy lookes. 

gucea. Why do you rate my Lord ofSuffolkc thus r 
As if that he had caufd Duke Humfries death ? 

The Duke and I too youknow were enemies, 

And y’had beft fay that I did murther him. 

King.kh woe is me for wretched Glofters death. 

Qu. Be woe for me more wretched then he was s 
What doft thou turne away and hide thy face ? 

1 am no loathfomc Leaper,lookc on me. 

Was I for this nigb wrackt vpon the fea^. 
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j thrice by aukw ard winds driuen back fro EnglSds bounds? 
What might it bode, but that well foretelling 
Winds faid, Seeke not a fcorpions neft. 
v Enter the Earles oflFarmcke & Salisbury, 

a War My Lord, The Commons like an hungry hiue of Bees, 

Junvp "and downe.caring not whom they fting, 
loreood Duke Humfries death, whom they report 
robe murthered by Suffolke and theCardinall heere, 

Ki„g, That he is dead good Warwicke,is too true, 
gut how he dyed God knowes,not Henry. 

War. Enter hispriuy chamber^ y Lord, and view the body. 
Good father ftay you with the rude multitude, tiH I returne. 

Salisb. I will fonne. Exit Salisbury- 

Warwick; dr awes the Curtaines >andjhcwes ‘Duke Hum- 
frey in his bed. 

King. Ah Vnkle Glofter,heaucn receiue thy fouie. 

Farewell poore Henries ioy now thou art gone. 

War. Now by his fouie that tooke our fhape vpon him j 
To free vs from his Fathers dreadfull curfe, 

I am refolu’d that violent hands were laide 
Vpon the life of this thrice famous Duke. 

Suf. A dreadfull oath, fworne with a folemrre tongue, 

Whac inftance giues Lord Warwick; for thefe words ? 

War.Qh haiic I feenc a timely parted Ghoft, 

Of alhy femblance, pale and bloodleffe; 

But loe the blood is fetled in his face. 

More better coloured then when heliu’d. 

His well proportion’d beard made rough and fterne. 

His lingers fpred abroad as one that gralptfor life. 

Yet was by ftrength furprifd, the leaft of thefe are probable, , 

It cannot choofc but he was murthered. 

^.Suffolke, and the Cardinal! had him in charge, 

And they I truft fir,arc no murtherers. 

War. I, but tis well knowne they were not his friends. 

And tis well feene he found fome enemies. 

Card. But haue ye no greater proofes then thefc ? 

War. Who feesa heyfer4ea4and bleeding frefh, 
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And fees hard by a butcher with an Axe, 

But will fufpeft twashe that made the (laughter ? 

Who finds the Partridge in the puttockes neft. 

But will imagine how the bird came there. 

Although the Kyte fore with vnbloody beake ? 

Euen fo fufpitious is this Tragedy. 

£»• Are you the Kyte Bedford, where’s his talents t 
Is Suffolke the butcher, where’s his knife ? 

Suffolke. I wear no knife to (laughter deeping men. 

Yet here’s a vengefuil fword rufted with eafe^ 

That (hall be lcoured in his rancorous heart. 

That danders me with murthers Crimfon badge. 

Say if thou dare, proud Lord of Warwickffiire, 

That I am guilty in Duk zHstmfries death. 

Exit Gordinel 

fVar . What dares not ITarwicke , if falfe Suffolke dare him ? 

He dares not calme his contumelious fpirit. 

Nor ceafe to be an arrogant controller. 

Though Suffolke dare him twenty hundred times. 

War. Madam be fttll, with reuerence may 1 fay it. 

That cnery word you fpeakc in his defence. 

Is dander to your royall Maiefly. 

Suf. Blunt witted Lord, ignoble ifi thy words. 

If euer Lady wrong’d her Lord fo much. 

Thy mother tooke vnto her blamefull bed. 

Some fterne vntutor’dChurle, and Noble ftocke 
Was graft with Crab-tree dip.whofe fruite thou art. 

And neuer of the Neuels noble race. 

War. But that the guilt of murther bucklers thee, 

And 1 fhould rob the deathfman of his fee, 

Quitting thee thereby of ten thotlfand (harries ; 

And that qiy foueraignes prefence makes mee mute, 

I would falfe murtherous coward on thy knees 
Make theetraue pardon for thy palfed fpeech, * 

And fay it was thy mother that thou meantft : 

That thou thy felfe was borne in baftardy. 

And after all this fearefull homage done, 

Giw 
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Giue thee thy hire,and fend thee downe to hell. 

Pernicious blood-fucker of deeping men. 

1 Suf. Thou (houldft be waking whilft I died thy blood, 

If from this prefence thou dare go with mee. 

War. Away euen now, or I will drag thee hence. 
vWarwicke puls him out. 

Exit Warwick* and Suffolk*, and then all the Commons within , cries, 
downe with Suffolk*, downe with Suffolke. rind then enter againe t 
the Dak* of Suffolk* and Warwick*, with their weapons drawn * . 
King. Why how now Lords i 
Snff. The traiterous Warwtcke, with the men of Berry, 

Set all vpon me mightie Soueraignc. 

The Commons againe cries , downe with Suffolk f > downs with 
Suffolk*. And then enter from them, the Earle 
of Salisburie. 

Salisb. My Lord, the Commons fends you word by me. 

That vnleffe falfe Suffolke here be done to death. 

Or bamlhed faire Englands Territories, 

That they will erre from your highneffe perfon : 

They fay by hhn the good Duke Humfrey dyed. 

They fay by him they feare the ruine of the Realme, 

And therefore if you loue your fubie&s weale. 

They wifh you to banifh himfrom forth the land, 

Suf. Indcecf tis like. the Commons, rude vnpolidit hindes 
Would fend fuch melfage to their Soueraignc : 

But you my Lord were glad to be imploy’d. 

To try how quaint an Orator you; were: 

But all the honourSalsbury bath got#;. 

Is, that he was the Lord Embafi'ador, 

Sent from a fort of Tinkers to the King. The Commons cryes j 

An unfwerefrom the King my Lord of Salsbury, 
Xwg.Good Salsbury go backe againe to them. 

Tell them we thahke them all for their kinde care. 

And had I not bene cited thus by their meanes, 

IfL S ,. ha , d d ° ne “• Therefore heere IfweaTe, 

« Suftolke be found to breathe in any place 
netel haue rule, but three dayes more, he dies. Exit Salsbury 
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l?0.Oh Henry ,rcucf(e the dooffleof gentle Suffolkes banifh, 
ment. 

King. Vugentlc Queene to call him gentle Suffolk;, 

Speake not for him,for in England he (hall not reft. 

If I fay,I may relent, but if I fweare,it is irreuocable. 

Come good Warwick;, and go thou in with me. 

For I haue great matters to impart to thee. 

Exit King aud IP'anvicke, Manet flu. and Suffolk, 

Queene. Hell fire and vengeance go along with you. 
There’s two of you,the diuell make the third; 

Fie womanifh man,canft thou not curfe thy enemies ? 

Stiff . A plague vpon them,whereforc fhould I curfe them* 
Could curfes kill as do the Mandrakes grones, 

I would inuent as many bitter termes, 

Deliuered ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With twice fo many fignes of deadly hate. 

As leane fac’d enuy in her loathfome caue. 

My tongue fhould ftumble in mine earned words. 

Mine eyes Ihould fparkle like the beaten flint. 

My haire be fixt on end,as one diftraught. 

And euery ioynt fhould feeme to curfe and ban. 

And now me»thinkcs my burthened heart would breake. 
Should I not curfe them.Poifon be their drinke. 

Gall worfe then gall,the daintieft thing they tafte. 

Their fweeteft fhade a groue of Cyprefle trees. 

Their fofteft touch as fmart as lyzards flings. 

Their muficke frightfull,like the ferpentshifle. 

And boding fcritch owles make the confort full. 

All the foule terrors in darkefeated hell. 

Qu Enough fweete Suffolk;, thou torments thy felfc. 

S uff. You bad' me ban, and will you bid roe ceafe ? 

Now by this ground that I am ban jfht from; 

Well could I curfe away a winters night, 

And (landing naked on a Mountaine top. 

Where byting cold would neuer let grafle grow. 

And thinke it but a minute fpent infport. 







Torke aniLancosier. 

Oueeue.Ko more.Sweete Suffolk; hie thee hence to France s 
/^r Hue where thou wilt within this worlds globe, 
i!e hau- an Irifli that (halt finde thee out, 
lid lone thou fhalt not flay, but ile haue thee repeald, 
JlJStobebanifhedmyfelfe 
Oh let this kiffe be printed in thy hand. 

That when thou feeft it,thou maift thinke on me. . 

Awav I fay .that I may fcele roy griefe. 

Lit is nothing whilft thou ftandeftheerc. 

Suffolk;. Thus is poore Suffolk; ten times bamlhed, 

Once by the Kingibut three times thrice by thec« 

Enter Vote ft. 

Queene . How now, whither goes V tuffs fo faft ? 

Vatvfft.To fignifie vntohis Maiefty, 

ThatCardinall Bedford is at point of death. 

Sometimes he raues and cries as he were mad. 

Sometimes he cals vpon Duke Humfrtes Ghoft, 

And whifpers to his Pillow as to him. 

And fometimes he cals to fpeakc vnto the King, 

And I am going to certifie vnto his Grace, ^ 

That euen now he cald aloud for him. 

Queene. Go then good V tuffs and certifie the King. 

ExitVanfcc 

Oh what is worldly pompe,all men muft die, 

And woe am I for Bew fords hcauy end. 

But why mourne 1 for him,whilft thou art hccre ? 

Svteetz Suffolk; hie thee hence to France, 

For if the King do come, thou fure muft die. 

SuffMd if I go I cannot liue : but heere to die. 

What were it elfe,but like a pkafaht flumberin thy lap 1 
Heere could I breathe my foule into the ayre, 
asmilde and gentle as the new borne babe. 

That dies with mothers dug betweene his lips. 

Where from my fight I fhould be raging madde, 
and call for thee to clofe mine eyes. 

Or with thy lips to flop my dying foule. 

That I might breathe it fo into thybody, 
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And then it liu’d in fweete Elyziam, 

By thee to dic,were but to dye in ieaft. 

From thee to dye,were torment more then death. 

Oh, let me ftay .befall what may befall. 

Qtteene Oh mightft thou ftay with fafety of thy life, 
Then fhoaldft thou ftay, but hcauens deny it, 

And therefore go, but hope ere long to be repeald. 

S*j f. I goe. 

Queene.And take my heart with thee. 

Sbekijfeth him. 

Suff A icwclllockt into the wofulft caske, 

That euer yet containd a thing of worth. 

Thus like a fplitted Barke,fo funder we. 

This way fall I to death. Exit Sttffolke. 

Queene. This way for me. Exit Queene, 




Enter King and Salts bury, and then the Cnrtaines he drawne, and the 
f'ardtnall is dife ottered m his bed, rawing and flaring as if he wert 
mad. 

Car. Oh death, if thou wilt let me Hue but one whole yeare, 
I’le giue thee as much gold as will purchafe fuch another Ifland. 

£«g.Oh,feemy Lord of Salisbury how he is troubled) 

Lord Cardinall, remember Chrift mud fauc thy foule. 

Car. Why died he not in his bed ? 

What would you haue me to do then ? 

Can I make men liue whether they will or no ? 

Sirra,go fetch me the poyion which the Pothicary fent me. 
Oh, fee where Duke Humfries ghoft doth ftand. 

And ftares me in the face.Lookc,looke,coame downe his haire, 
Sonowhee’s goneagaine : Oh,oh,oh. 

Sal. See how the pangs of death doth gripe his heart. 

King. Lord Cardinall, if thou dieft allured of heauenly blifle, 
Hold vp thy hand and make fome figne ro vs. Car. diet. 

Oh fee he dyes,and makes no figne at all. 

Oh God forgiue his foule. 

Sal . So bad an end did neuer none behold. 

But as his death, fo was his life in all. 

m 



Tor ke and Lancaster, 

KingJoxbarc to iudge,good Salsbury forbeare, 

For God will iudge vs all. 

„ rake him hence,and fee his funerals perform d. 
uo Exttomnes. 

Atones within and the Chambers bee difeharged, like as it were a 
A fight at fea. Jnd then enter the Qptaincofthe^p , and the Ma- 
Jer, and the Maflers mate,and the Duke of Snffolke dtfgtttfedytni 
others with\him } & Water whickmore. 

Cm Bring forward thefe prifoners that fcom’d toyeeld, 
Vnlade their goods with lpeed,and fincke their (hip. 

Here Matter ,this prifoner I giue to you. 

This othcr,the Matters mate (hall haue. 

And Water whtekmore thou (halt haue this man. 

And let them pay their ranfome ere they paffe. 

Sttjfolke. Water \ Hcftartcth . 

Water. How now,what doft fcarc me i 
Thou fhalt haue better caufe anon. 

Saff.lt is thy name affrights me, not thy felre# 

Ido remember well,a cunning wizzard told me* 

That by Water I fhould dye : 

Yet let not that make thee bloody minded* 

Thy name being rightly founded* 

Is Gttalter,n ot Walter. 

Walter.Gmlttx or Water, al’s one to me, 
lam the man muft bring thee to thy death. 

Sttjf. 1 am aGentleman*lookc on my Ring, 

Ranfome me at what thou wilt, it fhall be paid. 

Walter, I loft mine eye in boording of the fhip, 

And therefore ere 1 Merchant-like fell blood for gold* 

Then caft me headlong downe into the fea. 

ZoPrifon. But what fhall our ranfomes be t 

7Mai.fi hundred pounds a pcecc eythcr pay that or dye# 

z. Vrifon . Then faue our liues,tt (hall be paide* 

Water .Come firra, thy life (hall be theranlomc 1 wil haue# 
Stiff. Stay villaine,thy prifoner is a Prince* 

F a * The 
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The contention of the twe famous Houfes^ 

The !>uke of Suffolk tJVtUiam de la Pole. 

(fop. The Duke of Suffolke folded vp in rags. 

Sttff, I fir, but thefe rags are no part of the Duke,. 
lone fometime went difguifde,and why not I ? 

G»p.I,but lone was neuer flaine as thou (halt be, 

St jf.Balelady groome,King Henr.et blood. 

The honourable blood of Lancafter, 

Cannot be fhed by fuch a lowly fwaine, 

I am fent ambaflador for the Queene to France, 

Icharge thee waffe me croflc the channell fafe. 

Cap,l le waffe thee to thy death, go Water take him hence, 
And on our long boates fide,chop off his head. 

Suff. Thou dar’ft not for thine owne. 
ptp. Yes Pole, 

Suffolke. Pole. 

Cap. I JW<f,puddle, kennell,finke and durt, 

He flop that yawning mouth of thine, 

Thofe lips ofthine that fo oft hauekift the * * 

Queene, (hall fwccpe the ground,and thou that 
Smild’ft at good Duke Uumfrtes death, 

Shalt Hue no longer toinfeft the earth. 

5«jfo/j^.This-villaine being but Captaine of a Pinnis$ , 
Threatens more plagues then mighty Abradae i 
The great Macedonian Pyrate, 

Thy words addes fury and notremorfein mei 
Cap.Tbut my deeds (hall (lay thy, fury foone. 

Suffolke. H aft not thou waited at my Trencher, 

When we haue feafted with Queene Margaret ? 

Haft not thou kift-thy hand,and held my ftirrop i 
and bare-head plodded by my footdooth Mule, 
and thought thee happy when I fmilde on thee $ 

This hand hath writin thy . defence. 

Then (hall I charme thee, hold thy lauifii tongue,’ 

Cap. Away with him looter, I fay, and off with his Head. 
i.Prifon.GooA my Lord,entreate himmtldly for your life, 
.Sfy^FirHiet this necke ftotipe to fheaxes edge. 

Before this knee do bow to»any, 
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Torkuttd untiHer, 

«,,, <»*c G od of hc.ucn,and to my King . • ' 

Suffolk impf 1 * 13 * 1 ton 8 ue <annot P ksd • 

T ° Come f' X, why do we let him fpeake > 
-SShSSi head Vot ranfome of mine eye. 

* sJjf A Swordar and Bandctto flauc . 

And Suffolke dyes y Pirates on t e suffolke and Water. 

Cap. Off with his head, and fend it to the Queene, 

And ranfomleffe this prifoner (hall go free. 

To fee itfefe deliucred vnto her. Exit omt s. 

Gome lets g gfthe Rebels withlong ft^ff 1 * 

a* Come away Nicke, and put a long ftaffe m thy pike, 3c-, 
pro^dethy fclfe, for I can tell thee, they haue bene vp this two 

d2 m\e. Then they had more neede to go to bed now, 

But firra George, what’s the matter ? 

George, Why firra, lack Cade the Dier of Afltford heere, 
Hemeanes to turne this land,and fet anew napon t. 

A TUo. T marrv he had need fo, for tis growne thred-bare, 



George. I warrant thee thou (Halt neuer fee a Lord weare a lea- 

ther apron now a-daic$o i. j a 

Nickp . But firra, who comeselfe befidelacke Cade ?• 

George. Why there’s Dicke the butcher, and Robin the badler , 
and Will that came a wooing to our Nan laft Sunday, and Harry 
and Tom, and Gregory that (hould haue your Parmll,& a great 
fort more is come from Rochefter, and from Maid (lone & Can- 
terbury, and all the towncs hereabouts, and we muft be al Lords 
or Squires, afioone as facke Cade is King, 

Nicks. Harkc,harke,I beare the Drum, they be commtng^ 
Enter lacks Cade, SDiekje Butcher, Rohm, Will, Tom $ 

Warty ,anii the reft with long ft duet* 





The contention of the two [motet Houfes t 

fade, Proclaime filence. 

All. Silence. 

Cade. I Iobn Cade, fo named for my valiancy. 

T)iclf. Or rather for dealing of a cade of fprats. 

Cade. My father, was a Mortimer. 

Dicky. He was an honed man,and a good bricke-Iayer. 
Cade. My mother came of the Lacies. 

Nicke. She was a Pcdiers daughter indeed f & fold many l a(Cs 
Robin. And now being not able to occupy her furr’dpacke ' 
She wafheth buckes vp and downe the countrcy. 

Code. Therefore I am honourably borne. 

Harry. I the field is honourable, for hee was borne vnder a 
hedge, becaufe his father had no other houfe but the cage. 
Cade. I am able to endure much. 

George. That’s true, 1 know he can endure any thing. 

For I haue feene him whipt two market dayes togither. 

Cadr. I feare neither fword nor fire. 
mil. He neede not fcarc the fword, for his coate is of proofe, 
Dicke. But methinkes he fliould feare the fire, being fo ofttn 
burnt in the hand,for dealing of Ihecpe. 

Cade. T herefore be braue,for your Captain is braue,& vowej 
reformation : you fhall haue feuen halfepeny loaues for a penny, 
and the three hoopt pot fhall haue ten hoopes, and it fhalbefel* 
lony to drinke fmall beere, if I be King, as King 1 will be. 

All. God fane your Maiedy. 

Cade. I thankeyou good people, you fhall all eate and drinke 
of my fcore, and go all in my liuery ; and wee’ll haue no writing 
but the fcore and the T ally.and there fhall be no lawes but fuch 
as come from my mouth. 

Dicke, Wee fhall haue fore lawes then, for he was thruft into 
the mouth the other day. 

Geo. land dinking law too, for his breath ftinkes fo, that one 
cannot abide it. 

Enter mil with the Clarke ofChattam. 
mil. Oh Captaine,a prize. 

C^-de. Who’s that mil} 

mil. The Clarke of Chattam,he can write and reade and raft 

account, 



Yorke and Lancaster. 

un t I tooke him fetting of boyes copies, and he has a book 
* c f? ’ ket with red letters. 

C je- Zounds he’s a Coniurcr, bring him hither. 
r ir that’s your name ? 

^Clarke. Emanuell fir.and it fhall pleafe ye. 

‘Dich. It will 8° ^ ar< * w ‘ t * 1 y° ul te ^L Y C * 
tnr the v vfe to write that ore the top of Letters. 

ede What do ye vfe to write your name ? Or do you as anci- 
1 forefathers haue done, vfe the fcore and the Tally ? 

Clarke . Nay truly fir, I praife God 1 haue bene fo wel broght 
,n that I can write mine owne name. 

^ c^ Oh he has confed, go hang him with his pen and mke- 
horne about his necke. Exit one with the Clarke. 

Enter Tom • 

Tom. Captaine, Newes,newes,fir Htmfrey Stafford and his 
brother are coming with the Kings power,& mean to kil vs all. 
Cade. Let them come, he’s but a Knight is he ? 

Tom. No, no, he’s but a Knight. 

Cade. Why then to equall him. He make my felfe Knight.. 
Kneele downe lohn Mortemer, 

Rife vp fir lohn Mortemer. 

Is there any more of them that be Knights ? 
ftw.lhis brother. 

fade. Then kneele downe Dicke Butcher. 

He knights him • 

Rife vp fir Dicke Butcher. Now found vp the drum* 

Enter Sir Humfrey Stafford and his "Brother , with 
Drum and Soldiers • 

Cade. As for thefe filken coated flaues, I pafle not a pin* 

Tis toyou good people that I fpeake. 

Staf. Why Country-me^what meane you thus in troopes^ 
To follow this rebellious Traitor Cade? 

Why his Father was a brick-layer. 

Cade. Well, and Adam was a Gardiner, what then? 

But I come of the Mortemcrs. 
tof* I, the Duke of Yorke hath taught you that* 

Cafe 
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ThecMtentmof the twofamus H*ufes t 

Cade. The Duke of Yorkc, nay I learnt it my felfe. 

For looke you, Roger Mortimer the Earle of March, 

Married the Duke of Clarence daughter. 

Staf. Well, that’s true : But what then* 

Cade. And by her he had two children at a birth. 

Staf. That’s falfe. 

Cade . I, but I fay tis true. 

jiH. Why then tis true. 

(fade. And one of them was ftolne away by a begger-womai 
And that was my father, and I am his fonne. 

Deny it and you can. 

Afo^f.Nay looke you, 1 know was true ; 

For his father built a chimney in my fathers houfe. 

And the brickes arc aliuc at this day to teftifye it. 

Cade. But docft thou hearc Stafford, tell the King, that for hit 
fathers fake, in whofe time boyes play de at fpan-counter with 
French Crownes, 1 am content that he fhall be King as long y 
*he liues : marry alwaies prouided,Ile be Protc&or oucr him, 

Staf. O monftrous fimplicity. 

Cade. And tell him, wet’ll hauc the Lord Sayes head, and tht 
Duke of Somerfets, for deliuering vp the Dukedomes of Am) 
and Moyne, and fellingthe Townes in France: by which meant 
England hath bene maim’d euer fince,and gone as it were witht 
crutch, but that my puiiTance held it vp. And befidcs, they can 
ipeake French, and therefore they arc Traitors. 

Staf. As how I prcthee ? 

Cade. Why the Frenchmen are our enemies, be they not? 
And then can he that ipeakes with the tongue of an enemy bea 
good fubie& ? Anfwere me to that. 

Staf. Well firra, wilt thou yeeld thy felfe vnto the Kings mer" 
cy,and he wil pardon thee and thefc, their outrages and rebelli- 
ous deeds ? 

Cade, Nay , bid the King come to me and he will, and then lit 
pardon him, or otherwaies ilehauehis Crowne tell him, ere it 
be long. 

Staf. Go Herald, prodaimc in all the Kings Townes, 

That thofe that will forfake the Rebell Cade, 

Shall 



- — Torke And Lancafler . 

Shall hauc free pardon from 1 is M- ' ^ Exit g ta p r ^ and hie men < 
cA . c„me Crs.S.George for ,s end Kenr. £», 

Alamo » I 1 ” wh ‘ r,Jh ' S ‘f?j “ d h “ t,mh " 

A are hath flaine. Then enters Iacke Cade 

avaine, and the reft* 

„ j ci rDickc Butcher, thou haft, fought to day moft vali- 
Cade. S . j ovvn as if thou hadft bin in thy {laugh- 

wl t‘ ‘t SS *u a •• The Lent fl.il bee at 

morrow I mem. to fit in theKingr t**™* 

Duke ofSnffolkes bead, andtbe Lord Say, 
with others a 

King. Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother is flame, 

And the Rebels march amainc to London. 

Go backe to them, and tell them thus from me. 

He come and parley with their Generali. 

Yet ftav.Uereade the Letter once againe ; 

Lord Say, Iacke Cade hath folemnly vow d to haue thy head. 
Sat. I, but I hope your highnefle Ihall haue his. 

How now Madam, ftill lamenting and mourning for 
Suffolkes death ? I feare my Louc if I had bin dead, thou woldft 

not haue mourn’d fo much for me, • , 

Qu. No my loue,I fhould not mourne, but dye tor thee. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. Oh flye my Lord, the Rebels are entred Southwarke, 

And haue almoft wonne the Bridge, 

Calling your Grace an vfurper : 

And that monftrous Rebell Cade, hath fworne 
To crowne himfelfe King in Weftminfter, 

Therefore flye my Lord, and poft to Killingwovth. 

Kmg. Go bid Buckingham and C lifford, gather 
An army vp, and meete with the Rebels. 

© Come 
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Come Madame, let vs hafte to Killingworth, 

Come on Lord Say, go thou along with vs. 

For feare the Rebell Cade do finde thee out. 

Say. My innocence my Lord (hall pleade for me. 

And therefore with your highneflc leaue,Ile (lay behind. 

King . Euen as thou wilt my Lord Say •• 

Come Madam, let vs go. Exitom Wl 

Enter the SordSkayles vpon the Tower 
walles walking. 

L.Skayles, How now, is Iacke Cade flaine ? 

\.Cit. No my Lord, nor likely to be flaine. 

For they haue wonne the bridge. 

Killing all thofe that withftand them. 

The Lord Mayor craueth aide ofyour honor from the Tower 

To defend the City from the Rebels. 

Lord Ska. Such aide as I can fpare, you fhall command. 

But I am troubled heere with them my felfe. 

The Rebels haue attempted to win the Tower,. 

But get you to Smithfield and gather head. 

And thither will I fend you Mathew Goffe : 

Fight for your King, your Countrey, and yourliues. 

And fo farewell ,for 1 mull hence again e. 

Exit omm, 

Enter lacks Cade j and the reft, and ftrikes hie /word vpon 
London ft one. 

Cade . Now is Mortemer Lord of this City, 

And now fitting vpon London ftone. We command,. 

That the firft y eare of our reignei 

The pifling Cundit run nothing but red wine. 

And no w henceforward, it fhall bee treafon 
For any that calles me any other-wife then 
Lord Mortemer. > 

Enter a fmldier,. 

Soul. Iacke Cade, Iacke Cade. 

Cade. Zounds knocks him downe. 

T)icke. My, Lord, 

Thers 
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. . , n Army gathered together into Smithfield. 
^VJe Come then, let’s go fight with them, 

„ C t(\ oo on and fet London-bndge a fire, 

®“ufyo5 t an,but«dov.n C tb=Towcttoo. 

Come let’s away. 



Exit mats 



A wi th him. Then enter Iacke Cade a- 

aaine and his company * 

Cade. So firs, now go and pull downe the : Sauoy, 

3 the«to the Innes of Court, downe wttn them all. 

<T)ick Thaueafutc vntoyourLordihip. 

2£Be it a Lordfhip Dicke, and thou {halt haue it 

That we may go burne all the Records, 

And that all writing may be put downe, 

An cXDifke f it (battle : fo, and henceforward all things (hall 
be in common, 

Lambe parchment (hould be madc,& then with a little blotting 

ouerwithinke,amanfhould v-ndo himfclfe. r 

^Somc faics tis ihe bees thac fting, but I fay tis their W**®sfa* 
I am fure I neuer feal’d to any thing but once, and I was ncuer 

mine ownc man fince. 

Nick. But when fhall we take vp thofe commodities 

W al!Ma«yhethat will luftily ftand to it, fhall take vp thefe 
commodities following: Item,a gown,a kittle, a petticoat, ana 
a fmocke. Enter George • 

Geor . My Lord,a prize,* priz£*hcres the Lord Say, 

Which told the Townes in France. 

Cade. Come hither thou Say, thou George, thouBuckrum 
Lord, What anfwer canft thou make vntomy mightinefle, or 
deliuering vp the T own es in France to Mounficr bus mine cue. 
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And more then fo, thou haft moft traitoroufly ere&ed a Gram 
mar fchoole, to infe& the youth ofthe Realme, and againft^j 
Kings Crowne and dignity, thou haft built vp a paper Mi]]. na 
it will bee faide to thy face, that thou keep ’ll men in thy houf,! 1 
that daily reads of bookes with red letters, & talks of a Nowiit 
and a Verbe, and fuch abhominable words as no Chriftian eart 
is able to endure it. 

And befides all this, thou haft appointed certaine Jluftices of 
the Peace, in euery fhire, to hang honeft men that fteal for their 
liuing, and becauie they could not reade , thou haft hung them 
vp :onely for which caufe,they were moft worthy to Hue. 
Thou rideft on a foot-cloth, doft thou not ? 

Say. Yes, what ofthat ? 

Cade. Marry I fay, thou oughteftnot to let thy horfe wcarea 
cloake, when an honefter man then thy fclfe, goes in his hofe& 
doublet. 

Say. You men ofKent.l 

All. Kent, what of Kent ? 

Say. Nothing, but Ilona terra. 

Cade. Bonum ter urn, zounds what’s that A 

Dicke. He lpeakes French. 

Will. No tis Dutch* 

Nicke. No tis Outalian, I know it well enough.} 

Say. Kent (in the Commentaries Caefar wrote) 

Term’d it theciuilftplaceofallthis Land : 

Then Noble Country-men heare me but fpeake, 

1 fold not France, nor loft I Normandie. 

Cade. But wherefore doft thou (hake thy head fo ? 

Say. It is the palfie, and not fearc that makes me, 

Cade. Nay, thou noddft thy head at vs, as who wouldftfay, 
Thou wilt be euen with me if thou getft away : 

But ilc make thee fure enough now I haue thee. 

Go take him to the ftandardin Cheape-fide,iand choppe offhis 
head, and then go to Mile-end grecne to fir lames Cromer his 
fonin Law, and cut offhis head too, and bring them to me vp*- 
pon-two poles prefently. Away with him. 

Exit one or two with the Lord Say, 
There 



L 



of Torke and LancaBer. 

. re n ot a Nobleman weare a head on his fliouldcrs, 

10 he (hall pay me tribute for it. 

I flor there (hall not a maide be married, but be fhall fee to mee 

Mayden-head or elfe, lie haue it my felfe : 

Marrv I will that married men fhall hold of me in capite, 

And that their wiues fhall be as free as heart can think,or toong 

Cantell ‘ Enter Robin. 

Rob, 0 Captaine, London-bridge is a fire. 

Cad. Runne to Billingfgate, and fetch Pitch and Flaxe, and 

quench it. 

Enter 7)icke and a Sargeant . 

Sargeant. Iuftice, iuftice,I pray you fir, let me haue iuftice of 
this fellow hcere. 
fade. Why what has he done ? 

Sarg. Alas fir he has rauifht my wife. 

Vick- Why my Lord he would haue refted me. 

And I went and entred my A&ion in his wiues paper houfe. 

Cade. Dicke follow thy fute in her common place. 

Your horfon villaine, you are a Sergeant, you’l 
Take any man by the throate for twelue pence : 

And reft a man when he is at dinner, 

Andhauehimto prifon ercthemeatebe out on’smoutb. 
GoDicketakc him hence, and cut out his tongue for cogging, 
Houghhim for running, and to conclude, 

Braue him with his ownemace. 

Exit with the Sargeant , 

Enter two with the Lord Sayes head } and (ir James 
framers, vpon two poles .- 

So, come carry them before me, and at euery lanes end,let them 
Me together. 

Enter the Duke of Buckingham, and Lord Clifford , t he 
Earle ef Cumberland. 

Clif. Why Countrey .men, and warlike friends of Kent, 

What tncanes thefe mutinous rebellions. 

That you in troopesdomufter thus your felues* 

<G | Ynde.c 







The contention of the two famous Boufes^ 
Vnder the conduct of this Traitor Cade? 

To rife againft your Sotieraigne I-ord and King, 

Who mildly hath his pardon fcnt to you. 

If you forfakethismonftrous Rebell heere? 

If honor be the rnarke whereat you ayme. 

Then haft to France that our fore-fathers won. 

And win againe that thing which now is loft, 

And leaue to feekeyour Countries ouerthrow. 

All. A Clifford,a Clifford. 

They for fake Cade 

Cade. Why how now,wil you forfakeyour general. 
And ancient freedome which you haue pofleft? 
Tobend your neckes vnder their feruile yokes, 

Who if you ftir.will ftraight way hang you vp. 

But follow me, and you fhall pull them downe. 

And make them yeeld their liuings to your hands. 

All. A Cade, a Cade. 

They run to Cade againe. 

Q*f. Braue warlike friends, hearc mebut fpeake, 
Refufe not good whilft it is offered you : 

The King is mercifull, then yeelde to him s 
And I my felfe will go along with you 
T o Winfore Caftle,whereas the King abides. 

And on mine honour you fhall haue no hurt. 

All. A Clifford^ Clifford, G od faue the King. 

Cade. How like a feather is this rafcall company 
Blowne euery way ? 

But that they may fee there wants no valiancy in me. 
My ftaffe fhall make way through the midft of you. 
And fo a poxe take you all. 

He runs through them with his ftaffe, 
and then flies away, 

r Buc. Go fome and make after him, and proclaim^ 
That thofe that can bring the head of Cade, 

Shall haue a thoufand Crownes for his labour. 

Come march away. Exit cm. 
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of Torke and LancaHer. 

Enter King Henry, and the Queene, and Somerfet. 
ting. Lord Sommerfet, what newes heare you of the Rebeli 

c At i 

Sow. This my gracious Lord, that the Lord Say is done to 
death and the City is almoft fackt . 

X/»£iGod s will be done,for as he hath decreed, fo muftit be: 

A d be* as he pleafe,to ftop the pride of thofe rebellious men. 

Had the noble Duke of Suffolke bene aliue, 

TheRebell Cade had bene fuppreft ere this,. 

And all the reft that do takep art with him. 

Enter the “Duke of Buckingham and Clifford, with the Re - 
hels,with halters about their neckes. 

Cliff. Long liuc King Henry, EnglandslawfullKing: 

Loehecre my Lord, thefe Rebels are fubdude. 

And offer their liucs before your highneffe feete. 

King. But tell me Clifford, is their Captaine heere. 

C/»/.Nomy gracious Lord, he is fled away, but proclamati- 
ons are fent forth, that he that can but bring his head fhall haue 
a thoufand crownes. But may it pleafe your Maiefty to pardon 
thefe their faults, that by thefe traitors means were thus milled, 
K/»g.Stand vp you Ample men, and giue God praife, 

For you did take in hand you know notwhat. 

And go in peace obedient to your King, 

And liue as fubictfts, and you fhall not want, 

Whilft Henry Hues, and weares the Englifh Crowne, 

All. God faue the King,God faue the King. 

King. Come let vs haft to London now with fpcede, 
Thatfolemne proceflions may be fung, .. 

In laud and honor of the God ofheauenj 
And triumphs of this happy vi&orie. Exiromtus 

Enter Iacke fade at one doore,andat the other, tjd/l, Alexander 
Eyden and his men , and Iacke Cade lies down pic- 
king ofhearhes and eating them , 

Eyden. Good Lord how pleafant is this country life, 
this little land my fathcr.left me heere. 

With my contented minde, femes me as well,. 

As all the pkafures in the Court can yeeld , , 

Not. 
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The contention of the two famom Houfet , 

Nor would I change this pleafurc for the Court. 

Cade. Zounds, heere’s the Lord of the foyle : Stand .villain ! 
thou wilt betray me to the King, and get a thoufand Crow n c| 
for my head : but ere thou goeft, lie make thee eate yron likean 
Eftridge, and fwallow my fword like a great pin. 

Eyden. Why fawey companion, why fhould I betray thee? 

1ft not enough that thou haft broke my hedges. 

And enter’d into my ground, without the leaueof me thcovvntt 
But thou wilt braue me too. 

Cade. Braue thee and beard thee too, by the beft blood ofthe 
Realme. Lookeon me well, Ihaueeatenomeatthisfiuedaies 
yet if do not leaue thee and thy flue men as dead as a dore naile 
I pray God I may ncuer eategrafle more. 

Eyden. Nay, it lhall ncuer be faid whilft the world ftands, 
That Alexander Eyden an Efquire of Kent, 

Tooke oddes to combate with a famifht man. 

Looke on me, my Iimbes are equall vnto thine, 

And euery way as bigge: then hand to hand 
He comb at with thee. Sirra, fetch me weapons. 

And ftand you all afide. 

Cade. Now fword, if thou doft not hew this burly-bon’d churl 
into chines of beefie, I would thou mightft fall into fome Smiths 
hand, and be turn’d to hobnailes. 

Eyden. Come on thy way. 

They fight, and Cade fals dnvne. 

Cade. Oh VilIaine,thou haft flaine the flower ofKent for chi* 
ualry, but it is famine and not thee that has done it. For come 
ten thoufand diuels, and giue me but the ten meales that 1 wan- 
ted this flue dayes, and ile fight with you all. And foapoxerot 
thee, for Iackc Cade muft dye. He i)0> 

Eyden. Iacke Cade: And was this that menftrous rebel which 
I haue flaine ? 

Oh fword,ile honour thee for this, and in my chamber 
Shalt thou hang as a monument to after age. 

For this great feruicc thou haft done to me. 

Ile drag him hence, and with my fword 
Cut offhis head, and bcare it to the King. 

10 \ 



' r ~ Yorke and Lancaster. 

Enter the Duke of Torke with Drum andSoldiours. 

r rke In armes ^ rorn Ire * anc * comcs Y °tke amaine, 

« belles aloud.bonfires perfume the ayre, 
to entertaine faire Englands royall King 
* . e M cl a Maiefla, who would not buy thee deare i 
A Enter the Duke of Buckingham, 

But foft,who comes hecre, Buckingham, what newes with him ? 
* Buck Yorke,ifthou mcane well, I greete thee fo. 

torke. Humphrey of Buckingham.welcome I fweare t 
Whaucomes thou in Ioue,or as a Mffenger ? 

“Bnckil come as a Mcfienger fro our dread Lord & foueraigue, 
Henry.To know the reafon of thefe armes in peace i 
Or that thou being a fubieft as I am, 

Shouldft thus approch fo neare with colours fpread. 

Whereas the perfon of the King doth keepe ? 

Torke. A fubied as he is ! 

Oh how I bate thefe fpitefull abieft tearmes. 

But Yorke diflemble, till thou meete thy fonnes. 

Who now in Armes expe& their fathers fight. 

And not farre hence I know they cannot be. 

Humfrey Duke of Buckingham, pardon me. 

That I anfwer’d not at firft,my minde was troubled, 

I came to remouc that monftrous rebell Cade, 

And beaue proud Somerfet from out the Court, 

That bafely yeeldcd vp the Townes in France. 

Tuck. Why that was prefumption on thy behalfe. 

But if it be no otherwife then fo. 

The King doth pardon thee, and granft to thy requeft. 

And Somerfet is lent vnto the T ower. 

Tor'ie. Vpon thine honour is it fo ? 

Buck. Torke ,he is vpon mine honour. 

Torke. Then before thy face,I heere difmifle my troopes, 

Sirs, meete me to morrow in Saint Georges fields. 

And there you Ihallreceiue your pay of me. 

Exit Soldiors. 

flwfc,Come 7V^e,thou (halt go fpeake vnto the King, 

*»ut fee, his grace is comming to meete with vs. 



Enter 







The contention of the two [mow Houfes t 

Enter King Henry. 

Jftwg’.How now Buckingham's Torke friends with vs. 

That thus thou bringft him hand in hand with thee i ' 
Buck. He is my Lord, and hath difcharg’d his troopes,. 
Which came with him,but as your Grace did fay, 

To heaue the Duke of Somerfet from hence. 

And to fubdue the Rebels that were vp. 

iCii^.Then welcome coufin Torke, giue me thy hand, 
And thankes for thy great fcruicc done to vs, 

Againft thofe traiterous Irifh that rcbeld. 

Enter UWafter Eyden with lacks Cades head. 

Eyden, Long Hue King Henry in triumphant peace, 

Loe hcere my Lord vpon my bended knees, ^ 

I hecre prefent the traiterous head of fade-y. 

That hand to hand in (ingle fight I flue. 

JC/wg'.Firft thanks toheauen,and next to thee my friend, 
That haft fubdude that wicked traitor thus. 

Oh let me fee that head that in his life 
Did worke me and my land fuch crucll fpight, 

A vifage fterne.cole blacke his curled lockes, 

Deepe trenched furrowes in his frowning.,brow, . 
Prefageth warlike humors in his life. 

Heere take it hence, and thou for thy reward 
Shalt beimmediately created Knight. 

Kneele downe my friend, and tell me what’s thy name ? 

Eyden. Alexander Eyden, if it pleafe your Grace, 

A poore Efquire of Kent. 

A'wg.Then rife vp Alexander Eyden, Knight, 

And for thy maintenance,! freely giue 
A thoufand markes a yeare to maintaine thee, 

Beiide.the firmc reward that was proclaim’d. 

For thofe that could performethis worthy a<fte. 

And thou (hal t waite vpon the perfonofthe King. 

Eyden. I humbly thanke your grace,and I no longer Hue 
Then I prouc iuft and loyall to my King. 
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Torke and Lane after. 

Enter the Queene with the Duke of Somerfet. 
ging.O Buckingham, fee where Somerfet comes. 

Rid him go H>^ e himfclfe till Torke be gone. 

Queen. He (hall not hide himfelfe for feare of Torke, 

But^eard and brauc him proudly to his face. 

forke. Who’s that, proud Somerfet at liberty f 
Bifefearefull Henry that thus diftionor’ft me, 

By hcauen,thou (halt not gouerne oucr me : 

I cannot brooke that Traitors prefence here, 

Nor will I fubie& be to fuch a King, 

Thacknowes not how to gouerne nor to rule, 

Refigne thy Crowne proud Lancafter to me. 

That chou vfurped haft fo long by force. 

For now is Torke refolu’d to claime his owne, 

And rife aloft into faire Englands Throne. 

Somer. Proud traitor,I areft thee on high treafon, 

Againft thy foueraigne Lord,yeeld thee falfe Torke, 

For heere I fwearc thou (halt vnto the Tower, 

For thefc proud words which thou haft giuen the King. 

King.lhou art decciu’d,my fonnes (hall be my baile, 

And fend thee there in defpight of him. 

Hoe, where are you boyes i 
Queene. Call Clifford hither prefently. 

Enter the Duke of Torkes fonnes, Edward the Earle of March, and 
crooke-backe Richard at the one doore,with Drum and Soldiers: Cr 
at the other doore, enter Clifford and his fonne, with Drttmme and 
Soldmrs,and Clifford kneeles to Henry, and J peakes . 

Clij, f.Long Hue my noble Lord,and foueraigne King. 

Torke. Wc thanke thee Clifford, 

Nay,do not affright vs with thy lookes. 

If thou didft miftake,we pardon thee,kueele againe. 

t Chff.Whyff did no way miftake.this is my King. 

What is he mad ? To bedlam with him. 

Ti»g.l , a bedlam franticke humor driues him thus 
loleuiearmes againft his lawfullKing. 
f^/.Why doth not your grace fend him to the Tower ? 

H a Queene. 
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The c mention of the two fmom Houfes , 

Queene . He is arreftcd,buc will not obey, 

His fonnes he faith,fliall be his baile. 

Yorke. How fay you boyes,will you not ? 

Edward. Yes noble father,if our words will ferue. 

Richard. And ifour words will not,our fwords fliall. 

York* f.Call hither to the ftake.my two rough Beares. 

King . Call "Buckingham , and bid him arme himfelfe. 

Yorke . Call Buckingham and all the friends thou haft. 

Both thou and they (hall curfe this fatall houre. 

Enter at one doore,the Earles of Salisbury and IFarwicke, with Drum 
and Soldiours. *4nd at the other doore, the Duke of Buckingham,, 
with Drum and Soldiours. 

Cliff, hxc thefe thy Beares ? wee’l baitc them foone, 

Defpight of thee, and all the friends thou haft. 

War . You had bcftgodreame againe, 

To keepeyou from the tempeft of the field. 

Clif.l am rcfolu’d to bcare a greater ftornjc. 

Then any thou canft coniure vp to day. 

And that ile write vpon thy Burgonet, 

Might I but know thee by thy houfhould badge. 

tf^r.Now by my fathers age,oldeNeuils crcft. 

The rampant Bearc chaind to the ragged ftaffe. 

This day ile weare aloft my burgonet. 

As on a Mountaine top the Cedar fhowes, 

That keepcs his leaues in fpight of any ftorme, 

Euen to affright thee with the view thereof. 

Clif. And from thy burgonet will I rend the beare. 

And tread him vnder foote with all contempt, 

Defpight the bcare-ward that proteff s him fo. 

Yong Clif. Andfo renowned Soueraigne to armes, 

T o quell thefe T rai tors and their complices. 

Rtchard.fie yC'mrity for fhame.fpeake it not in fpight, 

For you fhall fup with Iefus Chrift tonight. 

Yong Cliff oule Stigmaticke thou canft not tell. 
^o.Nojfbrifnot in hcaucn,you’l furely'fup in hell, 

Exit armes. jilarnti 



Yorke and Lane after, 

to the battaile , and then enter the Duke of Somerfet and Rt- 
^ chard fighting, and Richard kils him vnder thefigneoftheCajlle 
mS.Alhones. 



Rich. So, Ue thou there,and tumble in thy blood, 

Whafs heerc,the figne of the Caftle ? 

Then the Prophefie is come to pafle. 

For Somerfet was fore-warnd of Caftlcs, 

The which he alwayes did obferue. 

And now bchold,vnder a paltry Ale-houfe figne. 

The Caftle in S . dibones , 

Somerfet hath made the Wlzzatd famous by his death. Exit 



jilamet againe , and enter the Earle of Warwicke alone, 

Warwick; Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwickc cals. 

And if thou doft not hide thee from the beare, 

Now whilft the angry Trumpets found alarmes. 

And dead mens cries do fill the empty aire : 

Clifford I fay, come forth and fight with me. 

Proud Northerne Lord,Clifford of Cumberland, 

Warwickc is hoarfc with calling thee to armes. 

Clifford fpeakes within. 

Clif Warwicke ftand ftill, and view the way that Clifford 
hewes with his murthcringCurtelax,throgh the fainting troops 
tofindetbee out, 

Warwicke ftand ftill,and ftir not till I come. 

Enter Yorke. 

tfV.How now my Lord,what a foote ? 

Whokild yourhorfe? 

Terke.Thc deadly hand of Clifford. Noble Lord, 

Fiuehorle this day flaine vnder me. 

And yetbraue Warwicke I remaine aliue, 

But I did kill his horfe he lou’d fo well. 

The bonieft gray that ere was bred in North; 

H 3 Enter 
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Tke contention of the wo famous JJoufes, 

Enter Cli ford, and Warwick? offers to fight with him. 
Hold Warwick ?, and feckc thee out fome other chafe. 

My fclfe will hunt this Deare to death. 

War . Braue Lord,tis for a Crowne rhou fights, 

Clifford farwcll.as I intend to profpcr well to day. 

It grieues my foule to leaue thee vnaffailde. 

Exit Warwick e, 

Yorke.'Now Clifford, fince we are fingled hecre alone, 

Be this the day ofdoometo one of vs. 

For now my heart hath fworne immortall hate 
To thee,and all the houfe of Lancafler. 

Cliffrrd.Aad heere 1 ft and,and pitch my foote to thine. 
Vowing neuer to ftir.till thou or I be flainc. 

For neuer fhall my heart be fate at reft. 

Till I haue fpoild the hatefull houfe of York?. 

Alarmes, and they fight ,and York? kils Clifford, 

2V%.Now Lancafler fit fure.thy finewcs fhrinke. 

Come fearefull Henry grouelling on thy face, 

Yeeld vp thy Crowne vnto the Prince of York?. 




Alarmes, then enter young Clifford alone, 
Tong Clifford. Father of Cumberland, 

Where I may feeke my aged Father forth ? 

Oh difmall fight, fee where he breathleffe lies, 

All ftneard and weltred in his lake-warme blood. 
Ah, aged pillar of all Cumberlands true houfe, 
Sweete father ,to thy murdred ghoft I fweare 
Immortall hate vnto the houfe of York g , 

Nor neuer fhall I flecpe fecure one night. 

Till I haue furioufly reuendge thy death, 

And left not one of them to breathe on earths 
He takes him vp on ha hack?. 

A»d thus as old Anktfes fonne did beare 
His aged father on his manly backe. 

And fought with him againft the bloody Grcekcs, 
Euen fo will I.But ftay,heer’s one of them. 

To whom my foule hath fworne immortall hate. 



Exit York;, 
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' Yorke and Lancafler. 

Tnter Richard, and then Chffordlayesdowne his fat her, fight es with 
him, and Richard flies away againe. 

Out crook’d-backe villaine, get thee from my fight, 

But i will after thee, and once againe 
( when I haue borne my father to his T ent) 
lie try my fortune better with thee yet. 

1 Exityong Clifford with his Father. 

tAlarmes againe, and then enter three orfoure, bearing the Duke 
of ‘Buckingham wounded to his Tenti 

0 

Alarmes ft ill, and then enter the King and Queens, 
ffineene. Away my Lord, and flye to London ftraight, 
MakThaft, for vengeance comes along with them : 

Come, (land not to expoftulate, let’s go. 

King. Come then faire Queene, to London let vs haft* 

And fummon vp a Parliament with fpeede. 

To flop the fury of thefe dyre euents. 

Exit King and Queene* 

Alarmes, and then afiottrijh , and enter tht Duke of 
York?, Edward,and Richard, 
lorke. How now boyes, fortunate this fight hath bene, 

I hope to vs and ours, for England? good. 

And our great honour, that fo lon^ we loft , 

Whilft faint-heart Henry did vfurpe our rights. 

But did you fee old Sabbury, fince we 
With bloody minds did buckle with the foe ? 

I would not for the loflc of this right hand. 

That ought but well bet ide that good old man, 

Rich.My Lord, I faw him in the thickeft throng, , 

Charging his Lance with his old weary armes, . 

And thrice I faw him beaten from his horfe, . 

And thricethishand did fet him vp againe, . 

And dill he fought with coura ge gainft his foes, 

Theboldeft fpimed man that ere mine eyes beheld. 

Enter. 
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Tbe contention of the two famous Houfes t 
Enter Salisbury and Warwick ^ ♦ 

Edward. See noble Father .where they both do come. 
The onely props vnto the houfe ot Torke. 

Sal. Well haft thou fought this day, thou valiant Duke, 
And thou braue bud of Tork.es encreafing houfe. 

The fmall remainder of my weary life, 

I hold for thee,for with thy warlike arme. 

Three times this day thou haft preferu’d my life. 

Torke,VW hat fay you Lords.thc King is fled to London t 
There as I heere to hold a Parliament. 

What faies Lord fTanvicke, (hzll we after them ? 

War. After them.nay before them ifwc can : 

Now by my faith Lords, t’was a glorious day, 

Saint vdlbones battaile wonneby famous Torke, 

Shall be eterniz’d in all age to come. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, and to London all. 

And more fuch dayes as thcfc,to vs befall. 



Exitomi, 
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The Second Part. 

id i 3 . h ni bo: co l ood.. I stoI 



Containing the Tragedie of 

Richard DukeofYorke, and the 
good King Henrie the 

Sixt. 

v*r i .;i f v : S T ~ >\ ? .--i . to hsilT A I'K 

f Enter RicbardWvke ofYorkgythe Eyrie oftVarwicke, the Duke off 
Norfolk, ft Marqueffe Mottntague, Edvard Earle of March, then 
(rooke hacke Richard, and the young Earle ofRutlandy with drum 
and fouldierty with white Rofes m their hats . 

, VIIej 3'j '.n’t ?!r.rB ihr4 vhool i j 

Warwick?. 

Wonder how the King efcap'd our hands. 

Yorks . Whilft wepurfu’d the horfemen of the 
North, 

Heflilyftoleaway and left his men : 

Whereat the great Lor d of Northumberland, 
Whofe warlike eares could newer brooke rc- 
treat. 

Charg’d our maine battels front, and there with him < 

Lord Stafford and Lord Clifford all abreft 
Brake in,and wereby th’hands of common fouldiers flaine, 

Edvard. Lord Staffords Father , Duke of Buckingham, 
s either flame or wounded dangeroufly. 
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■ The contention of the two famotu.Houfes , 

I cleft his Beuer with a down-right blow s 
Father, that this is true, behold his blood. 

c jWont. And brother, heeres the Earle ofWiltfhires blood. 
Whom I encounter’d as the battailes ioyn’d. 

Ttfch. Speake thou for me, and tell them what I did. 

Yorke. What is your Grace dead my Lord of Somerfet ? 
Norf. Such hope haue all the fine of Iobn of Gamt. 

Rich. Thus do I hope to fhape King Henries head. 

War. And fo do I various Prince of Yorke, 

Before 1 fee thee feated in that Throne, 

Which now the houfe ofLancaftcr vfurpes, 

I vow by heauen, thefe eyes fhalfneuerclofe. 

This is the Palace of that fearefull King, 

And>that the regall chaire iPoffeffe ip Yofke, 

For this is thine, and not King Henries heyres. 

York. Affift me then fweet Warwicks, and I Wifi : 

..For hither are we broken in by force. 

Norf. Weell all affift thee, and he that flyes {hall die.’ 

York. Thankes gentle Norfolke.Stay by me my Lords, 
And foldiers ftay you heere,and'lodge this night. 

War. And when the King comes offer him no violence, 
Vnleffe he feeke to put vs out by force. 

Rich. Arm’d as we be let’s ftay within this houfe. 

War. The bloody Parliament (hall this be call’d,, 

Vnleffe Plantagenet Duke of Yorke be King, 

Andbafhfull Henry be dcpofde, whofc cowardife 

Hath made vs by-words to our enemies, 

Yorke. Then leaue me not my Lords :for now I mcane; 

To take poffeftiohof-tny right. J, •»?': p Jj* 

War. Neither theKing, nor him that loueshimbeft, 

The proudeft bird that holds vp Lancafter, 

Dare ftirre a wing, if Warwicks (hake his bcls. 

He plant Plantagenet : and roote him out who dares i 
Rcfolue thee Richard, claimirthe Englifh Crowne. 

•Enter king Henry the fixt.with the D. ofExcefter, the Earle of N«' 
thnmber land, the Earle of Weftmerland, and Clifford thecal"! 
C tmber land, with red Rofts in their hats * 



Yorke and Lemcafter. 

Kins. Looke Lordings where the fturdy Rcbell fits, 
r * irt the chaire of State : belike he meanes 
rack’d by the power of iParwickc that falfePeere) ' ; 

Tn afpit- vnto the Crowne, and reigneas King. 
t«le of Northumberland,he (lew thy father, 

I d thine Clifford : and you both haue vow’d reuenge, 
nn him, his fonnes, his fauourites and his friends. 

U North. Andif l be not,heauens be reueng d on me. 

Clif. Thchope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in ftcele. 

Weft- What i fhall we fuffer this? Let’s pull him downe. 

Mv heart for anger breakes, 1 cannot fpeakc. 

Ring. Be patient gentle Earle of Weftmerland. 

Clif. P atience is for Pultrounes,;fuch.as be ; 

He durft not fit .there had your Father liu’d. 

My gracious Lord, hcere in the Parliament, 

Let vs affaile the family of Yorke. , 

North. Well haft thou fpoken. Cofcn, be it lo. 

King. 0 know you not the Citty fauours them, 

And they haue troopcs of fouldiers at their becke. 

SxctMut when the Duke is flaine,theyl quickly fly e, 

King.Vut be it from the thoughts of Henries heart. 

To make a fh ambles of the Parlamcnt houfe: u . 

Cofen of Exeter, words, frownes,and threats, 

Shal be the’ warres that Henry meanes to vfc. 

Thou factious Duke of Yorke, defeeud my Throne, 
Iamthyfoueraigne. 

Torke. Thou art deceiu’d, I am thine. . ;,io . 

Exet. For fhame come do wne, he roa de thee D uke of ; Y orke. 
Torke. Twas niy inheritance, as the kiugdome is. 

Exet. Thy father was a Traitor to the Crowne,. 

War. Exeter thou drt a Traitor to the Crowne, 

Infollowing this vfurping Henry. c lonur ■ ■ ■ • ?L<by>. 

Clif. Whom ftiould he follow but his ^atyityll King. ; v ■ £ 
War. True Clifford,and thats Richard Duke of Yorke, 
Kw.And fhall I ftand whili thou fitftin my Throne? 

Torke. Content thy fe'lfe, it muft and fhall be fo» 

Wttt. Be Duke ofLancaftcr, lei him be King. ; 

' ' r : h reft 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes , 

W'efi. Why ? he is both King and Duke of Lancaftcr, 

And that the Earle of IWeRmerland (hall maintaine. 

War. And Witrwicke (hall dilprooue it. Y ou forget 
That we are t hofe thatchac’d you from the field 
And (lew your father, and with colours fpred 
Marcht through the Cuty to the Pallas gates. 

North. No Fftmeiek*, I remember’t to my greefe i 
And by hisfoule, thou and thy houfe (hall rew it. 

Weft, plamagenet of thee and of thyfonrtes. 

Thy kitvfme'n and thy friends, He hauemoreliucs. 

Then drops of blood were in my fathers veines. 

Clif. Vrge it do more, lcaft in rcuenge thereof, 

I fend thee Warxvicke filch a meffetrger. 

As (hall reuenge his death before i ftirre. 

W'a.r. Poore Clifford, how I fcorne thy worthlefTe threats. 

Torke. Will ye we (hew our Title to the Crowne, 

Or elfc our fwords (hall pleade it in the field? ' ' .7. 

King. What Tittehaft thou Trhitor tothe Crowne 
Thy Father W4s aS'thou iart, Duke of Y orke • 

Thy Graftdl&ther Roger Morliiner Earle of March. 

I am the fdttne of Henry the fife, who tam’d the French, 

And madethe Dolphimftctop'e; and feht r d vpoti 1 >• c o 
Their Townes ai>d"Prouinccs. 

War. Talke not of France fince thou haft loft it all. 

King. The Lord Protedfor loft i t,:aadnot I, 

When I was crown’d. I was but nine months old. 

Tt^ch. Y’are old enough’now,ahd yetmethinkesyoulofer 
•Father, te»etheGr6'5vifeffotethe Vfurpershead* 

Edtv. Do fd fwee t father, fet it on your head. 

Mont. Good brother, as thou iou’ft and horiour’ft armes* 
Let’s fight it out, and not ftand cauifting thus, 



of Torke and Lane alter. 
juppofe by right and equity thou be King ; 
yhinkrt thou, that I will leaue my Kingly feate, 

Wherein my Father, and myGrandfire fate? 

No, firft (hall warre vnpeople this my Realmc,' 
land our Colour* oftenborne in France, 

AndnoW in England (to our hearts great forrow) 

Shall be my winding (beet. Why faint you Lords ? 

My Titles better farrethan his. 

far.Vtouc it Henry , and thou (halt be King. 

King. Why Henry the fourth by eonqueft got the Crowne. 

Torke. Twas by rebellion gainft his Soueraignc. 

King. I know not what to fay, my Titles wcake, 

Tell me, may not a King adopt an heire ? 

War. What then ? 

King. Then am I law foil King.<For Richard 
The fecond, in the view of many Lords, 

Refign’d the Crowne to Henry the fourth, 

Whofe heire my Father was, and I am his. 

Torke. I tell thee he rofe againft him being his Soueraigne, 
And made him to refigne the Crowne perforce. 

War. Suppofe my Lord he did it vneonftrain’d, 

Thinkeyou that were preiudiciall to the Crowne? 

Exet, No, for he could not fo refigne the Crowne, 

But that the next heyre muft fucceede and reigne. 

Kmg. Art thou ogainft vs Duke of Exeter i 

Exet. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 

King. All will rcuoltfromme,and turne to him. 

North. Plant agenet, for all the claime thou laid, , 

Thinke not King Henry fh^U be thus depoftle. 

U'ar. Depofd he (hall be in defpightof thee. . 

■Nw.Tufh Warvoicke, thou artdeceiu’d 



Rich.SounA Drums and Trumpets, and the King will flyh Tisnotthy Southerne powers ofEtTex,Suf?6lke, Norfolke,- 

Tork*3te * ‘ And Kent, that makes thee'thmprefumptuous and proud/ 

North. Peadetbdn, and giiw King Hmrykavie to'fpcakfc '-an let the Duke vp in defpight of me. * 

King.hh PlonthgeHet, why feek’ftehou to depoUcftne ? Of- King Henry be thy Title riohe or wrong. 

Are we nor btithTlantagenets bybirth ? ^Otforiro wes to fight hi;t by defence. ? 

And from* wo btfdthirslineiliy defileno? ; & ground gape and fwallo^ 
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The contention of the wo famous Houfes t 

Where I do kneele to him that flew my Father. 

King. O Clifford, how thy words reuiue my foule. 

Torke. Henry of Lancafter refigne thy Crowne. 

What mutter you ? Or what confpireyou Lords? 

War. Do right vnto this Princely Duke of Yorke, 

Or I will fill the houfe with armed men. 

Enter Soldiers . 

And ouer the Chairc of flate where now he fits. 

Write vp his Title with thy vftirping blood. 

King. O Warwicke, heare me fpeake ; 

Let me but reigne in quiet while I liue. 

Torke. Confirme the crowne to me, and to mineheires 
And thou {halt reigne in quiet whilft thou liu’ft. 

King. Conuey the fouldiers hence,and then I will. 

War. Captaine conduit them into Tuthill fields. 

Clif. What wrong is this vnto the Prince your fon ? 

War. V Vhat good is this for England and himfelfe ? 

North. Bafe, fearfull, and defpairing Henry. 

Clif How haft thou wronged both thy felfc and vs ? 

Weft, I eannot ftay to heare thefe Articles. 

Clif. Nor I, Come cofen lets go tell the Queene, 

North. Be thou a prey vnto the houfe of Yorke, 

And die in bands for this vnkindly deede. 

Clif. In dreadfull war roayft thou be ouercome. 

Or liue in peace abandond and defpifd. 

Exet. They feeke reuenge, and therefore will not yecldem 
Lord. 

King. Ah Exeter ? 

War. Why fliould you figh my Lord ? 

King. Not for my fclfe Lord Warwicks , but my fonne, 
VVhom I vnnaturally ftiall difinherit. 

But be it as it may. I hecre intaile the Crowne 
T o thee and to thine hey res, conditionally. 

That hecre thou take an oath, 

Toceafethefe ciuill broyles,and whilftlliue 
T o honor me as thy King and Soueraigne. 

Yorks That oath I willingly take, and will performe. 



Exit, 



£xs 



Exit, 



of Yorke and Lancafter . 

Long liue King //cwy.Plantagenet embrace him. 
fang And long liue thou,and all thy forward fonnes. 

Yorks Now Yorke and Lancafter are reconcilde, 
f^f.Accurft be he that feekes to make them foes. 

i Sound Trumpets, 

YorlgMy Lord ,Ile take my lcauc, 
for He to Woksfieldt to my Caftlc. 

Exit Yorks with hie fonnes. 

fyer. And ile kcepe London with my fouldiors. Exit. 

Kerf. And ile to Norfolke with my followers. Exit. 

(Jlont. and I to the fea from whence I came. Exit*. 

Enter the Queene and the Prince. 

£«f.My Lord, heere comes the Queenc,lle ftealc away. 
King.hnd fo will L 

Qjteehe.Niy ftay, or elfc Ile follow thee. 

King . Be patient gentle Qucene,and then Ile ftay, 

£««w.What patience can there be j* ah timerous man, , 
Thouhaft vndone thy fclfe,thy fonne, and me, 
andgiuen our rights vnto tire houfe of Torke. 
art thou aKing,and wilt be for’eft to y ccld i 
Had 1 bene there, the fouldiers fliould haue toft 
Me on their launces points, before I would haue 
Granted to their wils.The Duke is made 
Prote&or of the Land .• Sterne Fawconhridge 
Commands the narrow feas : and thinkft thou then 
Tofleepe fecure? Iheere diuorceme Henry 
From thy bed,vntill that afte of Parliament 
Be recald, wherein thonyeeldeftto the houfe of Yorke. 

The Nfortherne Lords that haue forfworne thy colours, 

Will follow mine,if once they fee them fpread, 
and fyread they (hall vnto thy deepe difgrace. 

Come fonne,lcts away,and leauehim heere alone. 

Awj. Stay gentle Margaret , and heare me fpeake. 

XJ*T’hou haft fpoke too much already, therefore be ftill. 
Awjr.Gentle fonne Edward.vtWt thou ftay with me ? 

Q&een, I,to be murdered by his enemies. Exit-. 
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The contention of the wo famous Hottfes, 

Prtn. When I rcturne with victory from the field. 

He fee j^our Grace, till then lie follow her. 

King , Poore Queene,hcr louc to me and cothc Prince her f Q0 
M akes her in furie thus to forget her fclfc. 

Reuetigcd may fhe be on that accurfed Duke. 

Come Cofen of Exeter, flay thou hcere. 

For Clifford and thofe Northerne Lords be gone, 

1 fcarc towards Wakefield, to difturbe the Duke. 

Enter idward.and Richard t and Montague. 

Edrv. Brother, and cofen Montague, giue me leaue to (peak, 
foc^.Nay, I can better play the Orator. 

Ttiont. But 1 hauc reafons ftrong and forceable. 




Enter the Duke of Torke. 

Torke. How now fonnes what at a iarre amongft your feluts! 
J \ich. No Father, but a fweete contention, about that -which 
concernes your felfe and vs. The Crowne of England father, 
Torke. The Crowne boy, why Henries yet aliue. 

And 1 haue fworne that he {hall rcigne in quiet till his death, 
Ed. But I would breake an hundred oaths to rcigne oneyeart, 
Rich. And if it plcale your Grace to giue me leaue, 
lie fhew your Grace the way to faue your oath. 

And diipofleffe King Henry from the Crowne, 

Torke. I prethe Dicke let me heare thy deuice. 

Rich. Then thus my Lord* 

An Oath is of no moment, 

Being not fworne before a lawfull Magiftratc. 

Henry is none, but doth vfurpe your right. 

And yet your Grace Bands bound to him by Oath,i 
Then noble father refolue your felfe. 

And once more claime the Crowne, 

Torke. I, faift thou fo boy ? why then it (hall be (p. 

I am refolu’d to win the Crowne, or dye. 

Edward, thou (halt to Edmund Brooks Lord Cobham, 

With whom the Kcntiflimen will willingly rife. 

Thou Cofen Montague lhalt to Norfolkc ttraight, , 
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Torke and Lane after. 

; j the Duke to mutter vp his foldiours, 

A a me to me to Wakefield prefently, 

Art j C e tC hard , thou to London ftraight (halt pofte, 
and toA&dard Neuill Earle o( ITarmcke, 

Tnleaue the Citty,and with his men of warre, 
l meete me at S.Mbones ten dayes hence, 
vl v felfe heere in SandallC attle willprouide 
Roth men and mony to further our attempts. 

P hat newes ? £nter * Mejfenger* 

Lord,the Queene with thirty thoufand mcn f 
Accompanied with the Earles of Cumberland, 
mthmberlandM mfimerland. 

With others of the houfe of Lancafter, 

Are marchi ng cowards Wakefield, 

To befiedge you in your Cattle heere. 

Enter Sir Iohn , and Sir Hugh MorUtner. 

York. A Gods name let them come. 

CouRnMontague.pottc you hence. 

And boyes ftay you with me. 

Sir Iohn and fir Hugh CMortimer mine Vnckles, 

Y’are welcome to Sandall in an happy houre. 

The army of the Queene meanes to befiedg* vs. 

Sir Iohn. She (hall not needemy Lord, 

Wee’l meete her in the field. ..... ,, , , .. 

2V^*.What,with fiue thoufand foludiors,Vnckle ? 

Rich. I father, with fiue hundred for a need, 

A woman’s Generali, what (hould you fearc ? 

r 9 r^.Indeed,many braue battels haue I wonne 
In Normandy i when as the cnemie 
Hath bin ten to one, and why fhould I now doubt 
Of the like fuccefle ? I am iefolu d.Come lets goc. 

Edw. Let’s march away,I heare their drums. ***** 

Alarmes y andthen enter the young Earle of 
Rut land and his Tut or . 

7#f0r.Oh flye my Lordjets leaue the Caftle, 

And flyc to Wakefield ftraight# 

K Enter 
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The contention of the two fmom Honfes , 

Enter Clifford, 

j?«r.OTutor,looke where bloody Clifford comes. 

C//f.Chaplaine away, thy Priefthood faues thy life, 

As for the brat of that accurfed Duke, 

Whofe father flew my father, he fltall dye. 

Tutor. Oh Clifford,fpare this tender Lord,leaft 
Heauen reuenge it on thy head : oh faue his life. 

Cliff . Soldiors away,and drag him hence perforce : 

Away with the villaine. Sxtt ChapUine. 

How now,what dead already f or is it fearc that 
Makes him clofe his eyes ? lie open them. 

Rut. So lookes the pent vp Lion on the Lambc, 

And fo he walkes infulting ore his prey. 

And fo he turnes againe to rend his limbes in funder. 

Oh Cliffordjkill me with thy fvvord,and 
Not with fuch a cruell threatning looke, 

I am too meanc a fubicit for thy. wrath, 

Be thou reuendge on men,and let roe liuc, 

fflif.In vaine thou fpcakeft poore boy : my fathers 
Blood hath ftopt the paflage where thy w'ords fliould enter. 

Rat. Then let my fathers blood ope it againe,hc is a 
Man, and Clifford cope with him. 

Clif. Had I thy brethren heere,their Hues and thine 
Were not reuenge fufficient for me. 

Or fliould I dig vp thy fore-fathers gvaues. 

And hang their rotten Coffins vp in chaincs. 

It could not flake mine ir.e,nor eafe my heart. 

The fight of any of the houfe of Torke , 

Is as a fury to torment my foule. 

Therefore till I roote out that curfcd line. 

And leaue not one on eatth,lle liue in hell therefore.. 

Rat .Oh let me pi ay,beforcI take my death. 

To thee I pray : Sweet Clifford pitty me. 

(lif, I.fuch pitty as my rapiers point affords. 

Rat. I neuer did thee hurt,vvh«cforc wilt thou kill me? 

Chf. Thy father hath. 



j&tf. 




Yorke and Lancaster, 

tot , But t’was ere I was borne. 

Tkrni haft one fonne.for his fake pitty me, 
lift in reuenge thereof, fith God is iuft, 

u e beasmiferablyflaineasl. 

Oh let me liue in prifon all my daies, 

J when I giue occafion of offence, 

Thrn let me die, for now thou haft no caufe. 

C/z/.No caufe i Thy father flew my father, therefore die, 
pU,um»et, I come Vlantagenet, 

And this thy fonnes blood cleaumg to my blade. 

Shall ruft vpon my weapon, till thy blood 
Congeald with his ,do make me wipe off both. 

Alarmes, enter the'Dake of Yorke Joint. 
rorke.K h r<w%,poftc to thy Caftlc/auc thy life. 

The goale is loft, thou houfe of Lancafter, 

Thrice happy chance is it for thee and thine. 

That heauen abridgde my daies,and cals me hence. 

But God knowos what chance hath betide my fonnes : 

But this I know, they haue demeand themfelues, 

Like men borne to renowe by life or death : 

Three times this day came Richard to my fight, 
and cried courage, Father : vi&ory or death, 
and twice fo oft came Sdrvard to my view. 

With purple Faulchion painted to the hilts. 

In bloud ofthofe whom he had flaughtered. 

Oh harke,I heare th e drums.No way to flie ? 

No way to faue my life i and hcere I flay : 

And heere my life muft end. 

Enter the Queene, Clifford, Northumberland, 

0( j, and Soldiottrs. 

Come'bloudy fl<fford,rough Northumberland, 

I dare youcquenchlcfle fury to more bloud .* 

This it the But, and this abides your (hot. 
Mw&aw.Yecldto our mercies, proud Plantagenet. 
Clif.l,to fuch mercy as his ruthfull armc 

K * 



Exit. 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes t 

With do wne right payment lent vnto my father. 

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his carre. 

And made an euening at the noone tide pricke. 

Torke. My afhes like the Phoenix may bring forth 
A bird that will reuenge it on you all. 

And in that hope Icaft mine eyes to heauen. 

Scorning what ere you can afni&me with. 

Why ftay you Lords ? what, multitudes and feare i 

Clif.So cowards fight when they can flie no longer. 

So Doues do pecke the Rauens piercing tallents. 

So defperate theeues.all hopelcffe of their liues. 

Breathe out inuedTiues ’gainft the Officers. 

Torke . Oh Clifford,yetbethinkc thee once againe. 

And in thy minde ore-runne my former time. 

And byte thy tongue that flanderft him with cowardife, 
Whofc very looke hath made thee quake ere this. 

fflif.l will not bandy with thee word for word, . 

But buckle with thee blowes twice two for one. 

Queene . Hold valiant Clifford ,for a thoufand caufes 
I would prolong the traitors life a while. 

Wrath makes him deafe,fpeake thou Northumberland. 

Afar. Hold ( lifford } Ao not honour him fo much, 

T o pricke thy finger, though to wound his heart. 

What valour where it when a curre doth grin. 

For one to thruft his hand betweene his teeth. 

When he might fpurne him with his foote away i 
Tis warres prize to take all aduantages, 

And ten to one,is no impeach in warres. 

Fight and take hinu. 

Clif. 1,1, fo ftriues the Woodcokewith the gin. 

North.So doththeCunny ftruggle with the net. 

Torke. So triumphs theeues vpon their conquer’d booty, 

So true men yeeld,by robbbers ouer-matchr. 

North. What will your grace haue done withhirt?i k;; \ 51 

Queene. Braue viuriouts,f7ifford and Northumberland, 
Come make him (land vpon this mole-hill heere. 

That aitnde at Mountaines with out-ftrctched arme, ^ 



Torke on A Lone After, 

. rtedbut the fhadow with his hand. 
voU that reueld in our Parliament , 

V 3 , m 'de a prechment of your high defeent ? 

Xre are your meffc of fonnes to backe you now ? 
£ wanton Edward, and the Iufty ? 

ftrwher’s that valiant crookt-backt prodegy ? 
nicker your boy,that with his grumbling voice, 

Is wont to cheare his Dad in mutinies? 

Ot mongft the reft, where is your darling Rutland. 
Looke Mf,l dipt this napkin in the blood. 

That valiant Clifford with his rapiers point. 

Made iffue from the bofome of thy boy. 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

1 ff iue thee thi s to dry thy cheekes withall. 

Alaspoorc Torke : but that I hate thee much, 

Hhould lament thy miferable ftate. 

I ptethee grieuc to make me merry ,Yorke ; 
$tampe,raue and fret,that 1 may fing and dance. 
VVhat.hath thy fiery heart fo parch thine entrailes, 
That not a teare can fall for Rutlands death ? 

Thou wouldft be feede I fee,to make me fport. 

Torke cannot fpeake.vnleffe he weare a crowne. 

A crowne for Yorkc.and Lords bow low to him. 

So, hold you his hands, whilft I do fet it on. 

I,now lookes he like a King. 

This is he that tookeKing Henries chatre, 

And this is he was his adopted heyre. 

But how isit that great Plantagenet, 
lscrowndfofoone,and broke his holy oath, 
Aslbethinke me, you (hould not be King, 

Till our Henry had fhooke hands with death, 
and will you impaleyour head with Henrtes glory, 
and rob his temples of the Diadem 
Now in his life.againft your holy oath > 

Oh, tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 

Off with the crowne, and with the crowne his head, 
*nd whilft we breathe, take time to do him dead* 

* J 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes , 

C/if.That’s my office for my fathers death. 

Queene . Yet flay, and lets heare the Orifons he makes. 
Torke . She wolfe of France,but worfe then wolues of France. 
Whole tongue’s morepoifon’d then the Adders tooth. 

How ill befeeming is it in thy fexc, 

T o triumph like an Amazonian trull, 

Vpon his woes, whom Fortune captiuatcs > 

But that thy face is vifard-like vnehanging. 

Made impudent by vfe of euill deeds ; 

1 would aflay.proud Queene to make thee blufti. 

To tell thee of whence thou art, from whom deriu’de, 

T’were fhame enough to fhame thee, were thou not fhamel4 
Thy father beares the type of King of Naples t 
Of both the^r/JZf/,and lerufalem. 

Yet not fo wealthy as an englifh yeoman. 

Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infult } 

It needs not,or it bootes thee not proud Queene, 

Vnlefle the Adage muft be verifide j 

That beggers mounted, run their horfe to death. 

Tis beauty ,that ofc makes women proud ; 

But God he wots,thy fhare thereof is fmall. 

Tis gouernment that makes them moft admir’d. 

The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 

Tis vertue that makes them feeme diuine, 

The want thereofmakes thee abhominable. 

Thou art as oppofite to euery good. 

As the ^Antipodes are vnto vs. 

Or as the South to the Scptentrion. 

Oh Tygers heart wrapt in a womans hide ; 

How couldft thou draine the life blood of the childc. 

To bid the father wipe his eyes withall. 

And yet be feene to beare a womans face ? 

Women are milde,pittifull,and flexible. 

Thou indurate,fterne, rough, remorceleffe. 

Bids thou me rage ? why now thou haft thy will. 

Wouldft haue me weepe ? why fo.thou haft thy 
For raging windes blow vp a ftorme of teares, 

and 
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Torke and LancaBer . 

And when the rage alaes,the rainc begins. 

Tl fe ceares are my fweet Rut lands obfequies. 

And euery drop begs vengeance as it fals. 

On thee fell Clifford, and the falfe French-woman. 

iVw-f^.Befhrew me but his paffions moue me fo. 
ashardly I can checke mine eyes from teares. 

TV^/.That face of his,the hungry Cannibals 
Could not haue toucht, would not haue ftain’d with bloud ; 
But you are more inhumane,more inexorable, 

Oten times more then Tygers of Arcadia. 

Sec ruthleffe Queene, a haplefle fathers teares. 

This cloth thou dipts in blood of my fwcete boy. 

And loe, with teares I wafh the blood away. 

Keepethou the napkin,and goboaft of that, 

And if thou tell the ftory well, 

Vpon my foule the hearers will fhed teares, 

I.cuenmy foes will fhed faft falling teares, 
and fay,alaffc,it was apitteous deed. 

Here, take the crownc,and with the crowne roy curfe, 
and in thy ncedj luch comfort come to thee, 
as now I reap e at thy too cruell hands. 

Hardharted Clijford,takc me from the world. 

My foule to heauen,my blood vpon your heads. 

North . Had he bin flaughterman ofall my kin, 
Icouldnotchufebut weepe with him, to fee 
How inward anger gripes his hart. 

£«. What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland} 
Thinkebut vpon the wrong he did vs all. 

And that will quickly dry your melting teares. 

C/ijf.There’s for my oath.there’s for my fathers death, 
5#ee».And there’s to right our gentle harted kindc, 
2V^#.Open thy gates ofmercy gracious God, 

My foule flics foorth to meete with thee. 

j^Kftw.OfFwith his head,and fet it on Yorke Gates, 
SoT«r%may oucr-lookethcTowneof Torke. 

Exeunt . omnes. 







The {mention of the two famous Houfas , 

Enter Edward and Richard pith Drum and Soldiom, 

Edw. After this dangerous fight and hapleffe warre. 

How doth my noble brother Richard tare ? 

Rich . I cannot ioy vntill I be refolu’d. 

Where our right valiant father is become. 

How often didlfeehim beare himfelfe. 

As doth a Lyon midft a heard of Neat, 

So fled the enemies from our valiant Father, 

Methinkcs tis pride enough to be his fonne. 

Three funnes appeare in the t/fyre. 

E <fcv.Loe.how the morning opes her golden gates, 

And takes her farwell of the glorious funne, 

Dazle mine eyes, or do I fee three funs ? 

Rich . Three glorious funncs,not feparated by a racking douj 
But feuered in a pale cleere ftiining sky. 

Sce,fee,they ioyne,embrace,and feeme to kiffe, 

As if they vowd fome league inuiolate. 

Now are they but one lampe,one light, one funne. 

In this the heauens doth figure fome euent. 

Edw.\ thinke it cites vs brother to the field. 

That we the fonnes of braue flantagenet. 

Already each one Alining by his meed. 

May ioyne in one, and ouer-peere the world. 

As this the earth,and therefore hence forward, 
lie beare vpon my T arget, three fa ire ftiining funs. 

But what art thou that look’ft foheauily ? 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. Oh, one that was a wofiill looker on. 

When as the noble Duke of Yorke was flaine. 

Edw . Oh fpeakc no more, for I can heare no more. 

Rich . T ell on thy tale, for I will heare it all. 

M/'.When as the noble Duke was put to flight, 
and then purfude by Clifford and the Queene, 
and many fouldiors moe,who all at once 
Let driue at him, and forc’ft the Duke to yeeld, 
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J ,i*n they fet him on a mole-hill there, 
fj cr o\vnd the gracious Duke in highdefoite, 
iSho then with teares began to waile his fall, 
tl ruthleffe Queene perceiuing he did weepe, 

1, Lhimahandkercher to wipe his eyes 
n nt in the blood of fweet young Rutland, 

Koeh Clifford flaine : who weeping tookt : it vp. 

5 n through his breft they thruft their bloody fwords. 

Who like a Lambe fell at the butchers feete. 

Then on the gates of Yorke they fet his head, 
ind there it doth remaine the pittcous fpeftade 
Thit ere mine eyes beheld. 

Edw. Sweet Duke of Y orkc, our prop to leane vpon. 

Now thou art gone, there is no hope for vs : 

Now mV foules Palace is become a pnfon. 

Oh would (lie breakc from compaffe ofmy breft, 

For neuerfhalllhaue more ioy. 

Rich. I cannot weepe, fot all my breafts moyfture 
Scarfe ferues to quench my furnace burning hate : 

J cannot ioy till this white Rofe be dy de, 

Euen in the heart blood of the houfe of Lancafter. 

Richard, 1 bare thy name, and lie reuenge thy death. 

Or dye my fclfe in feeking ofreuenge. 

Edw. His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee. 

His chaire andDukedome that remaincs for me. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that.Princely Eagles bird. 

Shew thy defeent by gazing gaitift the Sunnc, 

For Chaire, and Dukedome ; Throne and Kingdome fay. 

For either that is thine, or elfe thoa w ert not his. 

Enter the Earle ofWarwicke, Montague, with drum, 
ancient , and fouldier s. 

War. How now faire Lords : what fare? what newes abroad? 
Rich. Ah Warwick?, fhould we report the balefull newes. 

And at each words deliucrancc, ftab Ponyards in our flclh 

Till all were told, the words would adde 

More anguilh then the wounds. ^ 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes t 

Ah valiant Lord, the Duke of Yorkeisflaine. 

Echo. Ah Warwic^e, svarmcke, that Plantagenet 
Which held thee deerc .• I, euen as his foules redemption. 
Is by the fterne Lord Clifford, done to death. 

fVar. Ten dayes ago I drown’d thofe newes in tcarcs, 
And now to adde more meafure to your woes : 

1 come to tell you newes fince then bcfalne. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought. 

Where yourbraue father breath’d his lateftgafpe. 

Ty dings as fwiftly as the poft could runne. 

Was brought me of your Ioffe, and his departure* 

I then in London, keeper of the King, 

Muftrcdmy foldiers,gathered flockes of friends, 

And very well appointed as I thought, 

Marcht to S. Albons to intercept the Queene, 

Bearing the King in my behalfe along. 

For by my fcouts I was aduertifed. 

That fhe was comming, with a full intent 
To dafh yourlate decree in Parliament, 

Touching King Henries heires, and your fucceffioni 
Short tale to make, we at Saint Albons met. 

Our battailes ioyn’d, and both fides fiercely fought : 

But whether ’twas the coldneffe of the King, 

(He look’d full gently on his warlike Queene) 

That rob’d my fouldiers of their heated fpleene. 

Or whether ’twas report of his fucceffe. 

Or more then common feare ofCliffords rigour. 

Who thunders to his Captaines blood and death, 

I cannot tell. But to conclude with truth. 

Their weapons like to lightnings went and came. 

Our fouldiers, like the Night-O wles lazy flight. 

Or like an ydle Threfher with a flaile. 

Fell gently downc, as if they fmote their friends. 

I cheer’d them vp with iuftice of the caufe. 

With promife of hye pay, and great rewards : 

But all in vainc,they had no hearts to fight. 

Nor wein them no hope to win the day. 



UfWe fled, l ire »«'g » 
dGeorgey oUr brother, Norfolke,and my fclfe, 
pofte haft, are come to ioyne with you. 
nr in the marches heere we heard you were, 

San* another head to fight againe. 

M Edl -Jhankes gentl tJVarwicke. 

HoVV farre hence is the Duke with his power? 

And when came G eorge from Burgundy to England i 
* s om e flue miles off the Duke is with his power.' 

Rut as for your brother, he was lately fent 
Rom vour kinde Aunt, Dutcheffe of Burgundie, 

With aide offouldiers’gainft this needfull warre. 

fycl,, Twas ods belike, when valiant fVarmckf fled, 
Ofthaue I heard thy praifes in purfuite, 

Butnere till now thy fcandall of retire. 

m. Nor now my fcandall Richard doft thou heare ? 
For thou (halt know that this right hand of mine, 
Canplucke the Diadem from faint Henrieshead, 

And wring the awefull Scepter from his fift, ‘ 

Were he as famous and as bold in warre. 

As he is fam’d for mil d eneffe, p cace, and pray er. 

Rich. 1 know it well Lord IPamicke, blame me not, 
.Twas loue 1 bare thy glories made me fpeake. 

But in this troublous time, what’s to be done ? 

Shall we go throw away our coates of fteele. 

And clad our bodies in blacke mourning Gowncs, 
Numbring our Anemaries with our beads ? 

Or {Kail we on the helmets of our foes. 

Tell our deuotion with reuengefull armes ? 

Ifforthe laft, fay I, and to it Lords. 

War,' Why therefore it^arwicke came to fitide you out ; 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 

Attend meLord$,thcproud infulting Queene, 

With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 

And of their feather many moe proud birds, 

Haue wrought the eafie melting King like waxc* 
Hefware confent to your fucceflion. 

La 



of Torke and Lancafler. 
The King vnto the Queene, 
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The contention of the two famous Uoufes, 

His oath inrolled in the Parliament. 

But now to London all the crcw.are gone. 

To fruftrate his oath, or what befides 
May make againft the houfe of Lancafter. 

Their power I gefle them fifty thoufand ftrong. 

Now ifthe helpe of Norfolke and my felfe, 

Can but amount to eight and forty thoufand. 

With all the friends that thou braue Earle of March, 
Among the louing VV<?I(ltmen canft procure. 

Why via, to London will we march amainc. 

And once againe beftride our foming Steeds, 

And once againe cry, Charge vpon the foe, 

Buc neuer puce aga.ine turnc backe andflye. 

now methinkes I heare great Warwicke fpeake : 
Nere may he liue to fee a Sunfhine day. 

That cries retire, when Warwicks bids him flay. 

Edw. Lord Marwicks, on thy (houlder will I leane. 

And when thou faints, muft Edward fall t 
Which perill heauen forefend. 

War. No longer Earle of March, but Duke ofYorke, 
The next degree is , En glands royall King j 
And King of England (halt thou be proclaim’d. 

In euery burrough as we pafle along : 

And he that cafts not vp his cap for ioy, 

Shall for the offence make forfeite ofhis head. 

King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 

Stay we no longer dreaming of renowne. 

But forward to effedt theferefolutions. 

Enter a AEeffenger, 

Mef. The Duke of Norfolke fends you word by me, 

The Queene is comming with a puiffant power, 

And craues your company for lpeedy counfell. 

War. Why then it forts braue Lords. 

Let’s march away. Exeunt et)W' 

Suit 



of Torke and Lancafter. 

Enter the King and Queene, Evince Edward, and the 
Northern t Earles, with drumme and 
Souldiours, 

Oueen, Welcome my Lord to this braue Towne ofYorke, 
Venders the head of that ambitious enemy. 

That fought to be impaled with your Crowne. 

Doth not the obiedi pleafeyoureyemy Lord? 

X/»r.Euenastherockcs pleafe them that fear their wrackc, 
With-hold rcuenge deere God, tis not my fault, 

Hot wittingly-hauel infring’d my vow. 

hif.Uy gracious Lord, this too much lenity 
Andharmefull pitty muft be layde afide, 

Jo whom do Lyons caft their gentle lookes i 
Hot to the beaft that would vfurpe his den. 

Whofehandis that the fauage Beare doth licke ? 

Hot his thatfpoyles his young before his face. 

Whofcapes the lurking Serpents mottall fting? 

Not he that fets his footc vpon her backe. 

The fmalleft worme will turne being troden on,. 

AndDoucs willpecke, in refeue oftheir brood. 

-Ambitious Torke did leuell at thy Crowne, 

"Thou finding, while hee knit his angry browes, 

HebutaDuke, would haue his fonne a King, 

Andraife his iffuc like a lolling Sire. 

Thou being a King, bleft witha goodly fonne, 

Didft giue confent to difinherit him. 

Which argu’d thee a moft vnnaturall Father. 

Vnreafonable creatures feede their yong, 

And though mans face be fearefull to their eyes. 

Yet in prote&ion of their tender ones. 

Who hath not fieene them euen with thofe fame wings. 

Which they haue fometime vfde in fearefull flight, 

Make wane with him, that climbes vnto their Neft, 

Offering their owne Hues in their y ongs defence ? 
for (hamc my Lord, make them your prefident. 

L 3 



Were 




llll 



llll 



mm 1 0 

LI 



20 



30 



40 



50 



60 



70 



80 



90 



100 



110 

I 







230 240 










The contention of the two famous HouCes 
Were it not pitcy that this goodly boy, ^ * 

Should lofehis birth-right through his* fathers fault > 

And long heereafter, fay vnto his Childe, 

What my great Grandfather and Grandfirc got 
My careleffc father fondly gaue away ? b * * 

Looke on the boy, and let his manly face. 

Which promifeth fucceflefull fortune to vs alj 
Steele thy melting thoughts. 

To keepe thine owne, and leaue thine owne with him 
King. Full well hath Clifford playd the Orator « 

Inferring arguments of mighty force. 

But **11 me, didft thou neueryet heare tell. 

That things ill got had euer bad fucccffe, * 

And happy euer was it for that fonne, 

Whofe father for his hoording went to hell i 
I leaue my fonne my vertuous deeds behinde 

And would my father had left me no more: * 

For all the reft is held at fuch a rate. 

As askes a thoufand times more care to keepe, 

Then may the prefent profite counteruaile. * 

Ah cofin Yorke, would thy beft friends did know. 

How it doth greeue me that thy head ftands there. 

Queene. My Lord, this harmfull pitty makes your follow 
ers faint. 

You promifd Knight-hood toyour Princely fonne 

flraish ‘ dub him *** 

Ki«g. Edward Plantagenet.arife a Knight, 

And lcarnc this leflon, Draw thy fword in right. 

Prince. My gracious Father, by your Kingly leaue. 

He draw it as apparant to the Crowne, 
and in that quarrell, vfe it to the death. 

North, Why that is fpokenlike a toward Prince. 



Cowes 



Enter a tMeJfenger. 

Meff. Royall Commanders, be in readinefle, 
For with a band offifty thoufand men. 



of Yorke and Lancaster. 

Comes 1 Yamickf, backing of the Duke of Yorke. 

And in the Townes whereas they pafle along, 
procUimcs him King, and many flyes to him,i 
p epare your battels, for they be at hand. 

ChfA would your highnefle would depart the field. 

The Queenc hath heft hiccefle when you arc abfent. 

Queen. Do good my Lord, and leaue vs to our fortunes, 

ling. VVhy that’s my fortune,thereforeIle flay ftill. 

Clif. Be it with refolution then to fight. 

Pria. Good Father checre thefe noble Lords, 

Vnfheath your fword, fweet Father cry S . George. 

Clif. Pitch we our battcll heere, for hence we wil not mouc* 

Enter the honfe of Yorke. 

Edw. Now periur’d Henry, wilt thou yeeld thy Crowne? 
Andkneelefor mercy at thy Soucraignes fectc ? 

Queen . Go rate thy Minions proud infulting boy. 

Becomes it thee to be thus malapert 
Before thy King, and lawfull Soueraigne ? 

Ed». lam his King, and he fhould bend his knee, 

Iwas adopted heyre by his confent. 

George, Since when, he hath broke his oath, 

.for as we heare, you that are King ; 

(Though he do weare the Crowne) 

Hauecaufd him by new a£fe of Parliament, 

Toblot our brother out, and put his owne fonne in. 

Chf, And reafon George : 

Who fhould fucceede the father, bur the fon? 

Rich. Are you there butcher ? 

Clif.l Crooke -backe, heere I ftand to anfwer thee, 
Oranyofyourfort. 

Rich. Twas you that kild yong Rutland, was it not? : 

Clif Yes, and old Yorke too, and yet not fatisfied. 

Rich. For Gods-fake Lords giue fignall to the fight. 

War. Whatfaift thou Henry} wilt thou yeelde thy crowne ? 
v %*.VVhat, long tongu’d Warwicke, dare you fpeake ? 
Vhenyou aadLmet at Saint Albons laft, 

Yo “r- 





The contention of the two f motif Houfes, 

Your legges did better feruice then your hands, 

IP'ar. I, then twas my turne to flyc, but now t’is thine, 

Clif . you faid as much before, and yet you fled. 

W'ar. T was not your valour Clifford droue me thence. 
TW.No.noryour manhood/^w/c^ could makeyeeft 
Rich. Northumberland, Northumberland , we bold 
Thee reuerently. 

Brcake off the parley, for fcarfe I can refraine 
The execution of my big fwolne heart, 

Againft that Clifford there, that cruell child-killer. 

Clif. Why I kild thy Father, calft thou him a childe? 

Rich. I like a villaine, and a treacherous Coward, 

As thou didft kill our tender brother Rutland, 

But ere Sun-fet He make thee curffe che deed. 

King. Haue done with words great Lords, 

And hcare me fpeake. 

<Hueene. Defie them then, or elfc hold clofe thy lips, 

Ktng. I prethee giue no limits to my tongue, 

I being a King, am priuiledg’d cofpeake. 

Chf. My Lord, the wound that bred this meeting heere, 
Cannot be cur’d with words, therefore be ftill. 

Rich . Then executioner vnfheath thy fword. 

By him that made vs all, I am refolu’d 

That Cliffords man-hood hangs vpon his tongue. 

Edw. What fayft thou Henry, (hall 1 haue my right or no? 
A thoufand men haue broke their faff to day. 

That nere fhall dine, vnleffe thou yeeld the Crowne. 

War. If thou deny, their bloods be on thy head. 

For Torke in iuftice,puts his Armour on. 

Prin. If all be right that Warmcke fayes is right. 

There is no wrong, but all things mud be right. 

‘Rfch. Whofoeuer got thee, there thy mother ftands, 
For well I wot thou haft thy mothers tongue. 

Queen . But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 

But like a fowle mifhapen ftigmaticke, 

Markt by the Deftinies to be auoided. 

As venom’d Todes, or Lizards fainting lookes. 




Torke andtan ettffer, 

, h Iron of Naples, hid with englifh gilt, 

,'f.rher beares the title of a King, 

? if a channcll Ihould be cald the fea ; 
i! m'ft thou not,knowing from whence thou art deriu’de, 

JTarliethus with England* lawfull heyres ? 

Edu.A wifpc of ftraw were worth a thoufand crownes, 
To m ake that fhamelefle callet know her felfe, 
tL husbands father reueld in the hart of France, 

A tam’de the French, and made the Dolphin ftoope s 
Idhadhematcht according to his ftate, 

He might haue kept that glory till this day. 

But when he tooke a begger to hi* bed. 

And grac*ft thy poore fire with his bridall day : 

Then that fun-lhine bred a Ihowre for him, 

Which wafht his fathers fortunes out of France, 

, And heapt feditions on his crowne at home. 

' Forwhathath moii‘d thefe tumults, but thy pride ? 

Hadftthou bene meeke,our title yet had flept. 

And we inpitty of the gentle King, 

Had dipt our claime vntill another age. 

Cwrje.Buc when we faw our fummer brought thee gaine. 
And that the harueft brought vs no increafc, 

Wefetthe axeto thy vfurping rooec. 

And though the edge haue fometbing hit our felues, 

Yet know thou we will neucr ceafc to ftrike. 

Till we haue hewne thee downe, 

Orbath’d thy growing with our heated blouds. 

Eds*. And in this rcfolution.I defie thee, 

Nor willing any longer conference. 

Since thou denied the ge ntle King to fpeake. 

Sound trumpets, let our bloudy colours waue. 

And either vi<ftory,or elf* a graue. 

Qifeene . Stay Edward,^, ay. 

idiv.Hence wrangling woman, He nolonger ftay, 

‘bywords will coft ten thoufand Hues today. 



M 
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The contention of the tmfmotu Houfes , 

Alarmes. Enter Warwicke. 

War . Sore fpent with toilers runners with the race, 

Ilay me downe a little while to breathe, ! '•> 

For ftrokes receiude,and many blowcs repaide, 

Hath robd my ftrong knit finewes of their ftrength, 

And force perforce, needs mull 1 reft my fclfe. 

! 1o 3 sni fii 

Enter Edward. 

Edw . Smile gentle heaucns 3 or ftrike vngentle death, 

That wc may die vnleffe we gaine the day : 

What fatall ftarre malignant frownes from heauen, 

Vpon the harmelcfle line of Yorkes true houfe • 

,mid x>l 3iWu£ii s bard onirlLmil nr’- 

Enter Cjeorge. 

Cjeorge. Q omc brother come, lets to the field againe, 

For yet there’s hope enough to win the day : 

Then let vs backc to cheere our fainting Troopes, 

Leaftthey retire now wchaue left the field. 

JPdr.How now my Lords,what hap ? what hope of good? 

Enter Richard running. 

f Rjch . Ah Warveicke , why haft thou withdrawne thy fclfe? 
Thy noble father in the thickeft throngs, 

Cride ftill for Wamucke,h\s thrice valiant fonne, 

Vntill with thoufand fwords he was befet. 

And many wounds made in his aged breft. 

And as he tottring fate vpon his fteede. 

He waft his hand to me, and cride aloud, I 

Richard , commend me to my valiant fonne. 

And ftill he crid e,Warwicke reuenge my death, 

And with thofe words he tumbled off his horfe. 

And fo the noble Sals bury gaue vp the ghoft. 

War . Then let the earth be drunken with his blotld, 
lie kill my horfe, becaufe I will not flie : 

And heerc to God of heauen I make a vow, 

Neuer to paffc fromforth this bioudy field, y| I 



- Torke MiA Lane after. 1 * 

. . m full reuenged for his death. 

T lll j j_ord Warwick*, I do bend my knees with thine, 

£ ^n that vow now ioyne my foule to thee, 

K fetter vp and puller downe of Kings, 

Lhfafta gentle viaorytovs 

\ u VS die before we loie the day. 

01 Cone .Then let vs hafte to cheere the fouldiors harts. 

And call them pillars that will ftand to vs, 

J n a highly promife to remunerate 
r Lir trufty feruice,in thefc dangerous warres 
Rich. Come, come away,and ftand not to debate, 
forvet ishope of fortune good enough. 

Brothers, giue me your hands, and let vs part 
And take our leaues,vntiU we meete againe. 

Where ere it be, in heauen or in earth, 

Mowlthac neuer wept, now melt in woe, 

To fee thefe dire mTfhaps continue fo. 
rfiinw^/arewell. , . ,. 

r 4 r.Away,away,once more fwcet Lords tarewen. 

J Exeunt omnm> 

Alarms, and then enter Richard at one doore, 
and Clifford at the other. 

Rich.h Clifford ,a Clifford. 

Cltf.K Richard ,a Richard. 

Rich. Novi Clifford,for Yorke and young Rutlands death. 

This thirfty fword that longs to drinke thy oloud. 

Shall lop thy limbes,and flice thy curled heart. 

For to reuenge the murders thoU haft made. 

Ctf-Novi Richardy I am with thee hecre alone. 

This is the hand that ftab’d thy father Torke, 

And this the hand that flew thy brother Rutland, 

Andheere’s the heart that triumphs in their deaths. 

And cheeres thefc hands that flew thy Sire and Brother, 

To execute the like vpon thy fclfe, 

And fo haue at thee. ... 

- M a Ahirmts 
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the contention of the two famous Houfes , 

Alarmef. They fight, and then enter sWarwicke andrtfim, 
Richard,andthen exeunt orpines. 

%/ilarmes fhffand then enter Henry fains. 

Hen. Oh gracious God of hcauen looke downe on vs. 
And fct fome codes to tbefe ipceffaptgricfes, 

How like a maftleffe fliip vpot) tjie fta$, 

This wofull battaile doth continue ftill. 

Now leaning this way ,now to that fide dripc. 

And none doth know to vyhomthe day will fall. 
Oh,wonld my death might flay theff cipi It iars f 
Would I had neuer raign’d, nor nere bene King. 

Mar garret and Clifford, chicle R»e ffom the Held, 

Swearing they had bcftfucccfie when I was thence,. 
Would God that I were 4e*d,fg a)l yyerc well. 

Or would my crowne fuffice,I were content 
To yceld it thcm,and liue a priuate life. 

Enter ft Soldiour with a dead man in his arms* 

Sottl, 111 blowes the winde that profits no body,. 

This naan tfiat J haue (laine in fight to day. 

May be poffeffed of Lome (lore of crovyncs. 

Ana I will fearch to finde them if I can. 

But ftay ; methinkes it is my fathers face t 
Oh I,tis he whom I haue fiaine in fight. 

From London was I prefl out by the King,, 

My father he came on the pap of Torke, 

And in this conflict I fiau£ fiaine my father : 

Oh pardon God,i knew not wb^t J did. 

And pardon fatfor, fori knew theeRot, 

%.Sonl, Lie there thoy fitat fpRgJuft yi’\t h me fo ftoytlf, 
Now let R»e fef W^at (tore of gold thou haft. 

Bat ftay.methinks this is no famous face P 
Ohno,st r8 my fonne that I haue fiaine infigfit. 
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Torie and Usual} er. 

Ohmonflrous times, begetting fuch euents, 
u 0 w cruell,bloudy,and ironous. 

This deadly quarrcll daily doth beget, 
poore boy, thy father gaue thee life too late, 

griefc. 



The red Rofe and the white are on bis face. 

The fatall colours of our ftriuing houfes. 

Wither one Rofe,and let the other flourifh, 

Forifyou ftriue,ten thoufand Hues muft perifii. 

i .Soultfovt will my mother for my fathers death, 

Take on with me,andnere befatisfidc? 

j.W.How will my wife for {laughter of my fonne, 

Take on with me and nere be fatisfide ? 

KingHovt will the people now mifdecme theirKing, 

Oh would my death their mindes could fatisfie. 

1 . Sent. Wit eucr fonne fo rude, his fathers blood to fpill ? 

i£oul. Was cuer father fo vnnaturall, his fonne to kill ? 

King.Wa euerKing thus greeued and vexed ftill > 

1 .Stfx/.Ile bcarc thee hence from this accurfed place, 

.For woe is me to fee my fathers face. 

Sxit with his father . 

i,.SW.Ile beare thee hencc,and let them fight that will , 
For I haue murdered where I fhould not kill. 

Sxit with his fonne. 

King. Weepe wretched: tnan,Ite.lay thee tcarefor teare. 
Here fits a King,as woe begon as thee. 

Alarms ,and enter the Quetne. 

Qtgene.h'vny my Lord,to Barwieke prefisntly, 

The day is loft, our friends aremurdered, 

Mo helpe is left for vs,thMefore away. 

Enter Prince Edwards 

$P»«,Oh father flicfour roenhaue left the field) 

m-i 7 
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And hath bereau a tnec or toy hic 1 
n ^w.Woe abouewoe,griefe more then common 
Whil’ft Lyons warre and battaile for their dens, 
o„ n re Lambes do feelc the rigour of their wraths r 



m 




150 

I 



160 170 180 



190 














The contention of the two famous Houfes, 

Take horfc fweec fathcr : let vs faue our felues. 

Enter Exeter. * < 

Exet. Away my Lord/or vengeance comes along with him. 
Nay Hand not to expoflulate,make hafte. 

Or elfe come after ,Iic away before. 

K.Hen , Nay ftay good Exeter , for lie along with thee. 

Enter Clifford wounded, with an Arrow 
in his nteke. 

fUfMecvc burnes my Candle out. 

That whilft it laftcd',gauc King Henry light. 

Ah Lancafter,I feare thine ouerthrow. 

More then my bodies parting from my foule* 

My loue and feare glude many friends to thee. 

And now I die,that tough commixture melts. 

Impairing Henry ft rengthened mifproud Torke, 

The common people lwarmc like fummer flies. 

And whether flics the Gnats, but to the funne ? 

And who ftiinos now, but Henries enemy ? 

Oh Phoebus , hadft thou neuer giuen confent. 

That Phaeton fhould checke thy fiery fteedes. 

Thy burning carre had neuer fcorcht the earth. 

And i/<?»>7,hadft thou Iiu’d as Kings fiiould do, 

And as thy father and his father did, 

Giuing no foote vnto the houfe of Torke, 

I and ten thoufand in this wofull Land, 

Had left no mourning widdowes for our deaths, 

And thou this day hadft kept thy throne in peace. 

For what doth cherifh weeds,but gentle aircY 
And what makes robbers bold,but lenity ? 

Bootlefle are plaints, and cureleffe are my wounds. 

No way to flie.no ftrength to hold out flight. 

The foe is mercilefle and will not pitty me. 

And at their hands I haue deferude no pitty. 

The ayre is got into my bleeding wounds. 

And much effufe of blood doth make me faint. 

Come Torke and Richard, tVarwicky and the reft, 



Torke and UncaHer. 

Jftib’d yo^r fathers, now come fplit my breaft. 

Enter Edward, Richard, Warwicke, and Souldiors. 
i Thus farre our fortunes keepes an vpward 
rL(e and we are grac'd with wreaths of vidory. 

. e t/oopes purfue the bloudy minded Queene, 

Th»t now towards Barwicfdoth pofte ainaine. 

But thinks you that Clifford is fled away with them ? 

fpar No tis impoflible he fhould efcape, 

Eor though before his face I fpeake the words, 

Your brother Richard markt him for the graue. 

And where fo ere hebe,I warrant him dead. 

Clifford grones> ana then dies • 

£^.Harke,what foule is this that takes his heauy lcaue ? 
Rich.fi deadly grone,like life and deaths departure. 

See who it is, and now the battailes ended, 

Friend or foe,let him be friendly vM. 

J?/cfe,Rcuerfe that doome of mercy jfor tis Cliftord, 

Who kild our tender brother Rutland , 

And ftab’d our Princely father, Duke of Torke. 

r<ir.From off the gates of Torke fetch downe the 
Head, Your fathers head which Clifford placed there ; 

Mead of that,let bis fupply the roome. 

Meafure for meafure mull be anfwered. 

£d»\Bring forth that fatall S eritchowle to our home. 

That nothing lung to vs butbloud and death, 

Now his euill boding tongue no more (ball fpeake. 

War. I thinke his vnderftanding is bereft. 

Say Clifford,doft thou know who fpeakes to thee ? 

Darke cloudy death orc-fhades his beames of life, 

And he nor fees norbearesvs what we fay. 

Rich, Oh would he did>and fo perhaps he dotrv 
And tis his pollicy that in the time of death. 

He might auoid fuch bitter ftormes as he 
Ifthis hourc of death did giuc vntaour father. 

<^^.Richard,if thou thinkeft fo,vcx him with eager words 
^.Clifford, aske mercy and obtains no grace. 














The contention of the two famous Heufes y 
Edw. Clifford,rcpent in bootlefle penitence. 
W^r.CIiffordjdeuife excufes for thy fault. 

George. Whil’ft we deuife fell tortures for thy fault. 
K/'cA.Thou pittiedft Torke , and I ana fonne to Torke. 

Edw. Thou pittiedft Rutland , and I will pitty thee. 

George. Where’s captaine Margaret to fence you now ? 

War, They naocke thee Cltfford, fweare as thou waft wont, 
BJch. What, not an oath r Nay then 1 know hee’s dead : 

Tis hard when Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath. 

By this I know hee's dead, and by my foule. 

Would this right hand buy but an houres life, 

(That l in all contempt might raile at him) 

Ide cut it off.and with the iffuing bloud. 

Stifle the villaine,whofe inftanched thirft, 

Torke and young 'Rutland could not fatisfle. 

APV.Ijbut he is dead, off with the traitors head, 

And rearc it in the place your fathers ftands. 

And now to London with triumphant march, 

There to be crowned Englands lawfull King. 

From thence (hall iR'arwicke crofle the feas to France, 

And aske the Lady Bona for thy Queene. 

So fhalt thou Anew both thefe landes together. 

And hauing France thy friend,thou need* not dread 
The fcattered foe that hopes to rife againe. 

And though they cannot greatly fting to hurt. 

Yet lookc to haue them bufie to offend thine eares. 

Firft,Ile fee the Coronation done. 

And afterward lie crofle the feas to France, 

To effefi this marriage, if itplcafe my Lord. 

£<&t>.Euen as thou wilt good Warmcke let it be. 

But firft before we goe.Cjcorge knecle downe, 

We here create thee Duke of Clarence , 

And girt thee with the fword. 

Our younger brother Richard, D uke of Glofter. 

Warwick^ as my felfe fhall do and vndo as himfelfe pleafethbeft. 

Rich.Let me be Duke of Clarence, George of Glojler, 

For Glojlers Dukedome is too ominous. 
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of Torke And Lancafer. 

m ,. r tufh.that’s a childifh obferuation. 

, i u. nuke of Glofler .-Now to London, 

I fee thefe honours in pofleflion, Exeunt emnes. 

Enter wo Keefers with Bow and tsfrrowes. 
foeper.Come,lets ta ke our ftands vpon this hill, 
ihy and by the Deere will come this way. 

Butftay.heere comes a man, lets liften him a while. 
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Enter King Henry difguifed . 

Bet . From Scotland am I ftolne euen of pure loue, 

And thus difguifde to greete my natiue Land. 

Wo Henry, no, it is no land of thine. 

Mo bending knee will call thee Cafar now , ' 

Mo humble futers fues to thee for right* 
for how canft thou helpe them, and not thy felfe ? 

Keefer.l marry fir,heere’s a Deere, his skinne is a 
Keepers fee.Sirra ftand clofe.for as I tbinkc, 

■phis is the King, King Edward hath depofde. 

HenMy Queene and Sonne, poore foules are gone to France,, 
And as I heare,the great commanding W'arwicke, 

Tointreate a marriage with the Lady Bona. 

If this be true, poore Queene and Sonne, 

Your labour is but fpent in vaine, 

For lew is a Prince foone Won with words, 

And ITarwicke is a lubtle Oratour. 

Helaughcs, and faies his Edward is inftalde. 

She weepes,and faies her Henry is depofde. 

Heon his right hand asking a wife for Edward, 

She on his left flde,crauing aide for Henry. 

•Keeper. What art thou that talkes of Kings and Queens ? 
HenMote then 1 feeme,for lefle 1 fhould not be. 

A man at leaft,and more I cannot be, 

And men may talke of Kings, and why not I ? 

Keeper.!, but thou talkes, as if thou wert a King thy felfe. 
£e»,Why fo I am in minde, though not in (hew i 
Keefer. End if thou be a King, where is thy Crownc ? 

H Henry Q 
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The contention of the two famous Houfa ^ 

Ben My Crownc is in my heart, not on my head. 

My crowne is cald Content,a crownc that 
Kings do fildome times enioy. 

Keeper. And if thou be a King crownd with content, 

Your crowne content and you.muftbe content 
To go with vs vnto the Officer, for as we thinke. 

You are our quondam King, King Edward hath depofdc 
And therefore we charge you in Gods name and the Kings 
To go along with vs vnto the Officers. 

Hen.Gods name be fulfild,your Kings name be 
Obeydc,andbe you kings,command and ile obey. 

Exeunt ontnes, 

Jo bflfii OfJ 3i Of] vv; U 

Enter King Edward, {larence y and Glofter, Montague , 
Haft tugs yitwd the Lady Grey., 

K. Edw. Brothers of . Clarence , and of Glofter, 

This Ladies husband here,Si x Richard ^rey. 

At the battaile of S. Alkanes did lofehis life r 
His lands then were feiz’don by the conqueror. 

Her fute is now to repoflefle thofe lands, 

And fith in quarrell of the houfe of Torke, 

The noble gentleman did lofehis life. 

In honour we cannot denie her futc,> 

Glo . Your highnefle fhalldo well ro grant it them 
K.tdw .[,{ o I will,but yet Ile make a paufe. 

Clo ,I,is the winde in that doore ? 

Clarence. I fee the Lady hath ibme thing to grant, 

Before the King will grant her humble fute. 

^lo . He knowss the gamc,how well he keepes the wind. 
K.Edw. Widow, come fome other time to know our mind, 
La. May it pleafe your Grace,I cannot brooke delates, 

I befcech your highnefle to difpatch me now. 

K.£d. Lords giue vs lcaue i we meanc to try this widowes wifi 
(fta. I, good leaue haue you. 

Glo£ox you will haue leaue, till youth take leaue. 

And leaue you to your crouch. 
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if Torke and Lancafier. 

~ I thinke he meanes to beg a childe on her. 
r/dNay whip me then,hce’l rather giue her two. 
u Three, mymoft gracious Lord. 

C/d'.You (hall haue foure if you will be rulde by him. 

,, j^VVer’c not pitty they fhould lole their fathers lands ? 

Is .Be pittifull then dread Lord, and grant it them. 

I, Sire . Ile tell thee how thefe lands are to be got. 

^ jo (hall you binde me to your highnefle feruice. 

LEdrv . What feruice wilt thou do me, if I grant it them ? 
liEuen what your highnefle fhatl command. 

C/o.Nay then widow Ile warrant you all your 
Husbands lands,if you grant to do what he 
Commands.Fight clofe,or in good faith 
(ou catch a clap. 

C/4, Nay I feare her not vnlefle (he fall. 

GkMarry godsforbot man, for hee’l take vantage then. 
Ls.Why flops my Lord, (hall I not know my taske e 
KSdw.An eafie taske,tis but to loue a King. 

Le, That’s fooneperformd,becaufe I am a fubiedh 
K.£d,Why then thy husbands lands I freely giue thee. 

U. I take my leaue with many thoufand thanks. 

CkThe match is made, (he feales it with a curtfie. 

K.Sdw . Stay widdow flay ,what loue doft thou thinke 
I fue fo much to get? 

LaMy humble feruice, fuch as fubic&s owes, and the lawes 
commands. 

K.Edrv , No by my noth, I meant no fuch loue. 

But to tell thee the troth, I aime to lie with thee. 

£».To tell you plaine my Lord, I had rather lie in prifon, 
K.EdANhy then thoucanft not get thy husbands lands. 
WThen minehonefly (hall be my dower, 
forby that Ioffe I will not purchafe them. 

Herein thou wrongft thy children mightily. 

^.Herein your highnefle wrongs both them and 
1 c.butmighty Lord,this merry inclination 
Agreesnot with the fadnefle of my fute. 
ca c it yourhighneffe to difmme me,cithcr with I orno. 

N 2 K.Sdtfo 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes % 

K.Edw. I,if thou fay I to my requcft, 

No.if thou fay no to my demand. 

Lady. Then no my Lord, my fute is at an end. 

G/o.The widdow likes him not, (he bends the brow. 

Cla. Why he is the blunceft wooer in Chriftendome. 
K.Edw. Her lookes are all repleate with maiefty. 

One way or other (lie is for a King, 

And (he lhallbe my loue or elle my Quecne. 

Say that King Edward tooke thee for his Quecne. 

Lady.Tis better faid then done, my gracious Lord, 
lama fubie& fit to ieft withall. 

But farre vnfit to be a Soueraignc. 

King Edw.Sweetc widdow,by my ftate I fweare,I fpeake 
No more then what my heart intends. 

And that is to enioy thee for my Loue. 

Lady, And that is more then I will yecld vnto, 

I know I am too bad to be your Qucene, 

And yet too good to be your Concubine. 

K.Edw. You cauill widdow,I did meane my Quecne, 

La. Your grace would be loath my fons (hold call you father 
K.Edw. No more then when my daughters call thee mother. 
Thou art a widdow,and thou haft fome children. 

And by Gods mother, I being but a batchellor, 

Haue other fome. Why tis a happy thing 
To be the Father of many children. 

Argue no more,for thou (halt be my Queene. 

C/o.The ghoftly father now hath done his fhrift. 
£7<».Whcn he was made a ftiriuer,*twa$ for (hift. 
K.Edw. Brothers ,you mufe what talke the widdow 
And I haue had, you would thinke it ftrange 
If 1 fhould marry her. 

C 1 /*. Marry her my Lord, to whom 4 
K.Edw. Why Clarence to my fclfe. 

6/e.That would be ten dayes wonder at the lead. 

(,1a. Why that’s a day longer then a wonder lafts. 

Glo, And fo much more are the wonders in extremes* 
K.Edw. Well. icaft on brothers,! can tell you,her 



of Torke And Lane after, 

jute is granted for her husbands lands. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

jliejf.hnd it pleafe your grace, Henry your foe is 
taken, and brought as prifoncr to your Pallace gates. 

K..Edw. Away with him,and fend him to the Tower 1 , 

And lets go queftion with the man abont 

His apprehenfion. Lords along,and vfe 

This Lady honourably. Exeunt omnes, 

Manet Glofteryind fpeaket. 
gio.\,Edward will vfe women honorably. 

Would he were wafted, marrow,bones and all. 

That from his loynes no iffue might fucceed, 

To hinder me from the golden time 1 looke for. 

For I am not y et lookt on in the world. 

Firft is there Edward, Clarence, and Henry , 

And his fonne,and all they looke for iffue 
Of their loynes, ere I can plant my felfe. 

A cold premeditation for my purpofe. 

What other pleafure is there in the world befide ? 

1 will go dad my body in gay ornameQts, 

And lull my felfe within a Ladies lap. 

And witch fwcct Ladies with my words and lookes. 
Ohmonftrous man,to harbour fuch a thought ! 

Why loue did (come me in my mothers wombe. 

And for! (hould not deale in her affaires. 

She did corrupt fraile naturcin the flelh, 

And plac’d an enuiousmountaine on my backe, . 

Where fits deformity tomocke my body, 

To dry mine arme vp like a withered ftirimpe, , 

To make my legs of an vnequall fize, 

And am I then a man to be belou’d ? 

Esfier for me to compaffe twenty crownes. 

Tut I can fmile, and murder when 1 fmile, 

I cry content, to that which greeues me mo ft. , 

* can adde colours to the Camelion, 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes, 

And for a need change fhapes with Prothem, 

And fet the alpiring Catalin to fchoole. 

Can I do this,and cannot get the Crowne ? 

Tit (h, were it ten times higher,Ile pull it downe. g xjf 

Enter King Lewis, and the Lady Bona, Queene Margaret Prh? 

Edrvar d , and Oxford, with others, 

Lewis. Welcome Queene Margaret , to the Court of France 
It fits not Lewis to fit while thou doft ftand, ’ 

Sit by my fide,an<J heere I vow to thee, 

T hou (halt haue aide to repoflefle thy right, 
and beate proud Edward from his vfurped feate, 
and place King Henry in his former rule, 

Queen.X humbly thanke your roy all Maiefty, 

And pray the God of heauen to bleffe thy ftate, 

Great King of France, that thus regards our wrongs, 

Knier Warwtcke. 

Lewis . How now,who is this ? 
fdaeen.Out Earle of W arwicke, Edwards cheefeft friend, 
Lewis. Welcome braue Wdrwicke,vthit brings thee to Fraud} 
ITar . From worthy Edward , King of England, 

My Lord and Soueraignc,and thy vowed friend, 

I come in kindneffe-and vnfained loue, 

Firft to do greetings to thy royall perfon. 

And then to craue a league of amity. 

And laftly to confirme that amity 

With nuptiall knot, if thou vouchfafe to grant 

That vertuous Lady Bona thy faire filler. 

To Englands King in lawfull marriage. 

§u. And ifthis go forward, all our hope is done. 

War .And gracious Madame,in our Kings behalfc, 

/ am commanded with your loue and fauour. 

Humbly to kifle your hand, and with my tongue. 

To tell thepaflions ofmy Soucraignes heart. 

Where fame late entring at his heedfull eares. 

Hath plac’d thy glorious image and thy venues. 

Qutnu 



of Yorkeand LancaBer. 

Qtieette.Kln^ Lewis and Lady Bona , heare me fpcake 
Before you anfwere Warwicke or his words, r 
for he it is hath done vs all thefc wrongs, 
ffijr/niurious Margaret . 
prince £dw. And why not Queene > 

/fttf.Becaufe thy father Henry did vfurpe, 

And thou no more art Prince then (he is Queene. 

Ow.Theu Warwicks difanuls great John of Gaunt, 

That did fubdue the greateft part of Spaine, 

And after John of Gaunt y vt\k Henry the fourth, 
Whofewifedome was a-mirrour to the world, 
and after this wife Prince Henry thefifr. 

Who with his proweffe conquered all France, 

From thefc our Henry is lineally defeent. 

^.Oxford, how haps that inthisfmoothe difeourfe, 
told not how Henry the fixt had loft 
AH that Henry the fift had gotten. 

Methinkes thefePeeres of France fhould fmile at that. 

But for the reft, you tell a pedigree 
Ofthreefcore and two yeares,a filly time 
To make prefeription for a kingdomes worth. 

Ojcf, Why Warwicke,canft thou deny thy King, 
Whomthou obeyedftthirty and eight yeares, 
and bewray thy treafons with a blulh ? 

War. Can Oxford that did euer fence the right. 

Now buckler fallhood with a pedigree? 

For (bame leaue Henry , and call Edward V, ing. 

0*f.Call him my king, by whom mine elder 
Brother the Lord Awbray V.ere was done to dcath, 

And more then fo,my father euen in the 
'Vnefall of his mellowed yeares, 
cnage did call him to thedoore of death f 
orKi rwicks, no, whil ft life vpholds this arme, 

■sat me vpholds the houfe of Lancafier. 

J r *And I the houfe of Torke. 

AfJ % ‘ Queene Margaret, Pri ncc Edward^and ; 

3 v otichfafe t& foibeare a while.,. 
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Till Ido talkc a word with f Varwick?. 

Now l^arwtck? ,euen vpon thy honor tell me true} 

Is Edward lawfull King, or no ? 

Fori were loath to linkc with him,that is not lawfull heire, 
If^ar. Thereon I pa wne mine honour and my creditc. 
Lesvtf.VVhat.is he gracious in the peoples eyes ? 

War . The more, that Henry is vnfortunate. 

Lewis. V Vhat,is his loue to our Sifter Bona ? 

^jr.Such it fecmes, 

As may befecmc a Monarch like himfelfe. 

My felfe haue often heard him fay and fweare. 

That this his loue was an eternall plant, 

The roote whereof was fixt in vertues ground. 

The leaues and fruice maintain'd with beauties funne, 

Exempt from enuy,but not from difdaine, 

Vnlefle the Lady 'Bona quit his paine. 

Lew . Then filler let vs heare your firme refolue. 

Bona . Your grant or deniall fhall be mine. 

But ere this day I mud confeflc,when I 
Haue heard your Kings deferts recounted. 

Mine cares haue tempted iudgement to defire. 

Lfn’.Then draw neere Queene Ulidrgaret, and be a witnefle, 
That Bona (hall be wife to the Englifh King. 

Prince Edw . T o Edward , but not the Englifh King, 

War. Henry now Hues in Scotland at his eafe. 

Where liauing nothing,nothing can he lofe. 

And as for you your felfe, our quondam Queene, 

You haue a father able to maintaine your ftate, 

And better 'twere to trouble him then France, 

Sound for a Pofie within. 

Lewis. Heerc comes fome Pofie Warwick?, to thee orvs. 
PoJleMy Lord ambaflador,this Letter is for you. 

Sent from your brother, Marquette Montague. 

This from our King, vnto your Maiefty. 

And thefe to you Madam,from whom I know not. 

Oxf.l like it well, that our faire Queene and Miftrtttf, 



Tor ke and Lancalier . 

... 3t her newes, when Warwick? frets at his. 

pEA And markc how Lewis ftampes as he were nctled. 

Lew Now C Margaret & Warwick?, what are your newes ? 
Queen. Mine is fuch, as fils my heart with ioy. 
wr. Mine, full of forrow and hearts difeontent. 

’ What, hath your King married the Lady Gray. 

dno'w 10 excufe him k lfe ’ rends vs a P ofte of P a P crs ? 

y dares he prefume to vfe vs thus ? 

H0 Qu This prooueth Edwards loue, and Warwickes honefty. 

Mr. King Lewis, I heere proteft in fight of heauen, 

And by the hope I haue of heauenly blifle. 

That I am deere from this mifdeed of Edwards. 

Nomore my King, for he dilbonors me. 

And moft himfelfe, if he could fee his fhame. 

Did I forget, that by the houfe of Yorke, 

My father came to an vntimely death ? 

Didlletpafle the abufedoneto thyNeece^i 
Did 1 impale him with the Regal! Crowne ? 

And thruft King Henry from his natiuehome? 

And (moft vngratefull) doth he vfe me thus ? 

My gracious Qyeene, pardon what is paft. 

And henceforth I am thy true feruitor : 

Iwill reuengethe wrongs done to Lady BonaJ 
And replant Henry in his former ftate. 

0/l’es Warwick,, He quite forget thv former faults, 

Ifnow thou wilt become King Henries friend. 

W<xr> So much his friend, I his vnfained friend, 

That if King Lewis vouchfafe to furnifh vs 
With fome few bands of cholen foldiers, 

» He vndertake to land them on our coaft, 

And force the Tyrant from his fcate by warre, 

Tis not his new made bride fhall fuccour him. 

Lw.Then at the laft I firmly am refolu’d 
You fhall haue aide : and Englifh meffenger, returne 
In poft, and tell falfe Edward thy fuppofed King, 

That Lewis of France is fending ouer Maskers, 

To reudl it with him, and his new bride, 

O 2 Iona* 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes , 
r Bona,1z\\ himinhopehee’l be a widdovver fliortly, 
lie weare the willow garland for his fake, 

Qrnene. Tell him my mourning weeds be laidc afide. 

And I am ready to put armour on. 

f^r.Tcll him from mc,that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore lie vncrowne him er’t be long. 

There’s thy reward, be gone. £ xit ^ 

Lewi. But now tell me Warwic'ee ,what aflurance 
I fhall haue of ihy true loyalty ? 

War. This fhall affine my conftant loyalty. 

If that our Qucene and this young Prince agree, 
lie ioyne mine eldcft daughter and my ioy 
To him forthwith in holy wedlocke bands. 

glueene. With all my hart, that match I like full well, 
l.oue her tonne Edward ,(hc is faire and young. 

And giue thy hand to Warwicke for thy Ioue. 

Lewis At is enough,and now we will prepare. 

To leuie foldiors for to goe with you. 

And you Lord Bonrhon , our high Admirall, 

Shall wafe them fafely to the Englifh coaft. 

And chafe proud Edward from his flumbring trance^ 

For mocking marriage with the name of France . 

War A came from Edward as Embaflador, 

But I returns his fworne and mortall foe : 

Matter of marriage was the charge he gaue me. 

But dreadfull warre (hall anfwere his demand. 

Had he none elfc to make a ftale but me ? 

Then none but I fhall turne his ieft to forrow. 

I was the cheefe that raifde him to the Crowne, 

And He be cheefe to bring him downe againe. 

Not that I pitty Henries mifery. 

But feeke reuenge on Edwards mockery. Exit, 

Enter King' Edward, the Qjteene, Clarence , Glofter t 
Hajlings, and Venbrooke, with foldiors. 

ficfw.Brothef sof CUi«nce,audof Gloftcr, 



Yerke and Lancaster. 

think® you of our marriage with the Lady Grey ? 
r\ Mv Lord, we thinke as Warwicke and Lewis 
fo flacke in iudgement,that they will take 

licence at this fudden marriage. 

Suppofe they do, they arc but Lewis and Warwicke, 
1 am both your King and Warwicks . 

(halhbecaufe our King, but yet fuch 

Sudden marriages fildomeproueth well. 

P^.Yea brother Richard .are you agamft vs too ? 

Cb Not I my Lord,no,God forefend, that I 

’ Edw. Setting your skornes and your dillikes afide. 

Shew me foir.c reafons why the Lady Grey , 

May not be my Loue,and Englands Queenc ? 

Speake freely Clarence, Glocejter , 

Montague, wd Haftings. t , 

CkMy Lord,then this is mine opinion, 

Jhat Warwicke being difhonored in his EmbaflagCj 
Dothfeeke reuenge to quit his iniuries. 

Cb. And Lewis in regard of his fitters wrongs. 

Doth ioyne with Warwicke to fupplant your ftate. 

fttSuppofc that Lewis and Warwicke be appcafde* 
Byfuchmeanes as I canbeft deuife, ^ 

(MnuBut yet to haue ioynd with France in this 
Alliance, would more haue ftrengthenedthis our 
Common-wcalth,gainft forraine ftormes. 

Then any home-bred marriage. 

Afa/LLet England be true within it fclfc. 

We need not France^nor any alliance with them. 

CU. For this one fpeech,Lord Haftings well delcrues. 
To haue the daughter and heyre of the Lord Httngerfora* 
E<A*\And what then ? it was our will it fhould be fo, 
Cii.I,and for fuch a thing too the Lord Scales 
Did well deferue at your hands % to haue the 
Daughter of the Lord Bofjfield y and left your 
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The contention of the two famous Hott/es } 
Brothers to go feeke elfc-where, but in your madnefle 
You bury brother-hood. 

Edw. Alas poore Clarence, is it for a wife 
That thou art male-content. 

Why man be of good cheere, lie prouide thee one. 

Cla. Nay, you playde the broker fo ill for your felfe, • 
That ye fhall giue me leauc to make my choife 
As I thinke good : and to that intent 
I Ihortly meane to lcaue you. 

Edw. Leaue me,or tarry, I am full refolu’d, 

Edward will not be ty’d to his brothers willes, 

£ht. My Lords, do me but right. 

And you mud confefle, before it pleafd his highnefl'e 
T o aduance my ftatc to Title of a Queene, 

That I was nor ignoble from my birth. 

Edw. Forbearc my Loue to fawnc vpon their frownes, 

For thee they muft obey, nay fhall obey. 

And if they lookc for fauour at my hands. 

Mont. My Lord, here is the Meflenger return’d from France, 

Enter Mejfenger. 

Ed. Now firra,what letters i Or what newes ? 

Mef . No Letters my Lord, 

And fuch Newes, as without your highnefl'e pardon, 

I dare not relate. 

^ Ed. We pardon thee, and (as neere as thou canft) tell me, 
What faide Lewis to our Letters ? 

UWef. At my departure thefe were his very wordes. 

Go tell falfe Edward thy fuppoled King, 

That Lewis of France is fending ouer Maskers, 

To reuell it with him,and his new bride. 

Ed. Is Lewis fo braue e Belike, he thinkes me Henry. 

But what fayde Lady 'Bona to thefe wrongs ? 

C Mef. Tell him, quoth fhe, in hope heel proue a vviddowet 
Shortly, He wcare a willow Garland for his fake. 

Ed. She had the wrong, 

Indeed flic could fay little lefle. But what faid Henries Q^« nt > 

For 
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ggjfT torke and Lancalter. 

TWre. (he was then in place? 

f oti *\ -f e ii him quoth (he, my mourning weeds be done, 

Vr-m ready to put armour on. 

^ Then belike (he mcanes to play the Amazon, 
i, r faide Warwick? to thefe iniuncs t 
He morfincenfed then the reft my Lord, 

TeUhitn quoth he, that he hath done me wrong, 
i hcrefore llevncrownehim er t be long. 

Ha durft the Traitor breath out fuch proud words • 

Jj will arme me to preuent the worft. 
r what is Warwick? friends with Margaret ? 

tr my g°<" * Lora.they: are fo: linkt’ In ft.« 

All y““ that lou " ,ie and Smtrfit. 

Clarence and Sower fet fled to Warwick? 

For why hath Nature made me halt downe right. 

But that 1 fhould be valiant and (land to it . 

For ifl would, I cannot runne away, 

Sdw. Penbrookc, go raife an army preflmt y, 

Pitch vp my Tent ; for in the field this night 
I meane to reft, and on the morrow morne. 

He march to meete proud f*™^> ere ^ 

Thofe ftragling troopes which he hath got in Fr 
But ere 1 go, Montague and Haftwgs* 

You aboue all the reft are neere allycd 
In blood to Warwick e : therefore tell me, 

If you fauour him more then me, or not. . 

Speake truly, for 1 had rather haue you open enem ies , 

Then hollow friends. 

■Mont .So God helpe Montague , as he P ro ^ s " U ( 5* 

Haft. And Haft mgs, as he fauours E^wardscaufe, 

a*. It (hall nice. Coroe .berate s march ^ 
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The contention of the two [mans Houfes , 

Enter Warwicke and Oxford with Soldiors . 

ff'ar. Truftmemy Lords.all hitherto goes well 
The common people by numbers fwarme to vs, * 

But fee where Somerfet and Clarence comes, 

Speake fuddenly my Lord s,are we all friends ? 

Cla . Feare not that my Lord. 

War .Then gentle welcome vnto Warwick 

And welcome Somerfet ,1 hold it cowardife, V> 

To reft miftruftfull, where a noble heart 
Hath pawnd an open hand in (igne of lone, 

Elfe might I thinkc that C i arence , Edwards brother. 

Were but a fained friend to our proceedings. 

But welcome fweet Clarence , my daughter ftiall be thine. 

And now what refts but in nights couerture. 

Thy brother being carlefly encampt. 

His foldiors lurking in the towne about. 

And but attended by a fimple guard. 

We may furprize and take him at our pleafure. 

Our fcouts haue found the aduenture very eafie. 

Then cry king Henry with refolucd mindes, * 

And breake we prefently into his Tent. 

Cla.W hy then lets on our way in filent fort. 

For Warwicke and his friends, God and S.George. 

War, This is his tent,and fee where his guard doth ftand, 
Courage my fouldiers, now or neuer. 

But follow me now, and Edward (hall be ours. 

Ad. A Warwicke ,a Warwicke, 

Alarmes ,and Cjlofier and Hajlings flies. 

Oxf. Who goes there ? 

War .Richard and Hastings, let them go.heereisthcDuke. 

Ed*. The Duke,why Warwicke when we parted 
Laft,thou calledft me King. 

War, I, but the cafe is altrcd now. 

When you difgrac’ftme in my Embaffage, 

Then 1 difgrac’ft you front being King, 

And 



Yorke and Lancalten 

And now am come to create you Duke ot forks, 

, rf, how friould you gouerne any kmgdome, 
ftXwes not how to vfe Emb.ffi.don. 

h ow to vfe yout brothers brotherly, 
m 0 how to fhroud your felfe from enemies. 
m F L Well Warwicke , let fortune do her worft, 
rninde will beare himfelfe a King. 

E War. Then for his minde.be Edward Englands King, 

But Hwry now (halt weare the Engliih Cvowne. 

Go conuay him to our brother Archbifhop of Torke, 

Sd whenl haue fought with Yenbroke and his follow 
He come and tell thee what the Lady Bona faies, 

Awl fofor a whilefarwell good 

fla What followes now ? all hitherto goes well. 

But we rouft difpatch feme letters into France, 

To tell the Qucene of our happy fortune. 

And bid her come with fpeed to ioyne with vs. 

War. I that’s the firft thing that we haue to do. 

And free King Henry from impvifonment. 

And fee him leated in his Regall Throne. 

Cotneletshaftcaway, and hailing paft thefe cares. 

He pofte to Torke, and fee how Edward fares. Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Glofler,Hafitngs,and Sir Wtlliam Stanley .. 

Glo. Lord Haftings,md S ir William Stanly , 

Know that the caufe I fent for you is this. 

Ilooke my brother with a {lender trainc, 

Should come a hunting in this Forreft hcere. 

The Bifhop of Torke befriends him much. 

And lets him vfe his pleafure in the chafe. 

Now 1 haue primly fent him word,. 

How I am come with you to refcuchim, 

and fee where the huntfmanandhedoth come- 



Enter Edward and a Hunifman. 
Htntf This way my Lord the Decreis gone* 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes 

Ed w. No this way huntfman, 

Sec where the Keepers ftand. Now brother and the reft 
What, arc you prouided to depart ? 

Glo. 1, 1, the horfe ftands at the Parke corner ; 

Come, to Lin, and fo take Chipping into Flanders : 

Ed. Come then. Hafiings and Stanley , 

I will requite your loues. Byfhop farewell, 

Shecld thee from (E'arwickes frowne. 

And pray that I may repoffeffe the Crowne. 

Now huntfman,what will you do i 

Hitntf. Marry my Lord, I thinke I had as good 
Go with you, as tarry heere to be hangd. 

Edvo. Come then lets away with ipeed. Exeunt emu 

Enter the Qnyene,and the Lord Ritters. 

Ritters. Tell me good Madame, 

Why is yourGrace fo paflionate oflate ? 

Qtt, Why brother Ritters, hearc ye not the newes 
Of that fucceffe King Edwardbrad. oflate ? 

Ritters. What i Ioffe of fome pitcht battaile againft IParwick. 
Tufh,fearenot faire Qijeene,but caft thofe cares afide. 

King Edwards noble minde, his honours doth difplay ; 

And Warwicke may lofe, though then he got the day. 

Qyt. Ifthat were all,my greefes were at an end, 

But greater troubles will 1 fearc befall. 

7{i. Whar, is he taken prifoner by the foe. 

To the danger of his royall perfon then ? 

£lueen,\ ther’smy greefe,King Edward is furpriz’d. 

And led away as prifoner vnto Yorke. 

i?/'«.The newes is pafting ftrangelmuftconfeffe; 

Yet comfort your felfe, for Edward hath more friends. 

Then Lancaster at this time muft perceyuc. 

That fome will fet him in his Throne againe. 

Qtt. God grant they may ; but gentle brother come, 

And let me leane vpon thine arme awhile 
Vntill 1 come vnto the San&u\ry, 

There to preferuc the fruite within my wombe. 

King 
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cf Yorke and Lancafier, 

Edvards feed Jrue heire to Englands crowne. Exit . 

jCiig c 

Enter Edvard and Richard, and Hafiings, with a 
troops of Ho Handers » 

riv Thus far from Belgia haue we paft the feas, 

J m j rc ht from Rattnfpur hauen vnto T orke : 
o ffoftthe gates are tout, 1 like not this. 

B ' fuck , Sound vp the drum, and call them to the wals. 

Enter the Lord Maier of Yorke, vpon the wals. 

MaierMy Lords we had notice of your cornming, 

»nd that’s the caufe we ftand vpon our guard, 

And (hut the gates for to preferue the Towne. 

0*7 now is king, and we are fwornc to him. 

Edit' Why my LordMaior,if Henry be your king, 
tbtrd I am fure at leaft,is Duke of Yorke. 

Motor . Truth my Lotd,we know you for no lefle. 

Ed».l ctaue nothing but my Dukedome. 

Ricb.Vut when theFoxe hath gotten in his head. 

Heel quickly make the body follow after, , 

Haft. Why my Lord Maior,what ftand you vpon points ? 
Open the gates, we are king Henries friends, 

TiUior . Say you fo,then lie open them prefently. 

* J Exttmausr, 

Ricb&y my faith, a wife ftout captaine,and foone perfwaded 

The CMaior opens the doore,and brings the ketes inks hand, 

Edw. So my Lord Maior.thefe gates muft not be (hut, 

But in the time of warre,giue me the key es : 

What,feare not man,for Edward will defend 
The towne and you, defpight of all your foes. 

Enter Sir Iohn Mount gomery , with drum and foldtors. 

How now Richard ,\\ho is this? 



Rich Brother jthrs is Sir Iohn Atontgommery y 
Atruftie friend, vnleffe I be deceiude. 
i &fe\Welcomc Sir M^.Wherefore come you in armes i 

I- 



Sir 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes, , 

Sir lohn.T o helpe King £ Award in this time of ftormes ’ 

As euery loyall fubieift ought to do. 

Thankes braue Montgomery , 

But I onely claime my Dukedome, 

Vntill it pleafe God to fend the reft. 

Sir lohn.Thcn fare you well. Drum ftrike vp and let vs 
March a way, I came to ferue a King, and not a Duke, 
Edw.Nay flay fir Iohn, and let vs fiift debate. 

With what fecurity we may do this thing. 

Sir Iohn .What ftand you on debating, to be briefe. 

Except you prefently proclaime your felfeour King, 

lie hence againe,and keepe them backc 

That come to fuccour you, why (hould we fight. 

When you pretend no title ? 

Rich. Fie brother,ftand you vpon tearmes ? 

Refolue your fclfc,and let vs claime the crowne. 

£dw. I am refolude once more to claime the crowne,. 
Andwinit too,or elfe to lofc my life. _ >> 

Sir lohn.l, now my Soueraignc fpeaketh himfelfe. 

And now will I be Edwards Champion. 

Sound Trumpets, for Edwardl hall be prodaimd. 

Edward the fourth, by the grace of God, king of England d 
France, and Lord of Ireland; and whofoeuer gainfaies King 
Edwards right,by this I challenge him to fingle fight. Long 
liue Edward the fourth. 

Ml. Long liue Edward the fourths 

Edw, We thanke you all. Lord Maior leade on the way. 

For this night wee’l harbour here in Torke , 

And then as early as the morning funne, 

Lifts vp his beames aboue this horifon, 

Wee’l march to London, to meete with fVarwicke, 

And pull falfe Henry from the Regall throne. 

Exemt omnes. 

Enter IParwicke and Clarence with the Crowne, and then 
King Henry , Oxford, Somerfet,and the 
young £ arle of Richmond. 



1 



” of Torke and Lancajier. 

Mf Thus from the prifonto this princely feate, 
rods great mercies am I brought againe. 

%„ C e and fVamtcke , do you keepe the crowne, 

2 gouerne and protea my Realme in peace, 

I d I will fpend the remnant ofmy daies, 

" finne , rebuke, and my Creators praife. 

T °‘ wftut anfweres Clarence to his Soueraignes will . 

Cld Clarence agrees to what king Henry likes. 

My Lord of Somerfet.what pretty boy 
. ihat you iceme to be fo carefull of ? 

5c»/.lf it pleafe y°* r grace,it is young Henry, 

Park of Richmond. 

King. Henry of Richmond, Come hither pretty Lad. 

If heauenly powers do aime aright 
Tomy diuining thoughts, thou pretty boy, 

Shalt proue this Countries blifte. 

Thy head is made to weate a princely crowne, 

Thy lookes arc all repleate with Maicfty, 

Make much of him my Lords, 

For this is he (hall helpe you more. 

Then you arc hurt by me. 

Enter one with & Letter to iVdYwicke* 

Westo What counfcii Lords, Edward from BetgU y 
With haftie Gcrmanes and blunt Hollanders, 

Ispaft in fafety through the narrow feas. 

And with his troop es do march amaine towards London, 
And many giddy headed people follow him# 

0*f.Tis heft to looke tothis betimes. 

For if this fire do kindle any further, 

It will be hard for vs to quench it out. 

Wat % In Warwick (hire 1 haue true hearted friends. 

Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in warre. 

Them will I mufter vp,and thou fonne Qarcncc> 

Shalt in Effex,SuffolkejNorfolke,and in Kent, 

Stir vp the knights and gentlemen to come with thee# 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes, :M 

And thou brother Montague, in Leifterfhire, 

Buckingham and Northamptonfliire fhalt findc. 

Men well indindc to do what thou commands. 

And thou braue Oxford, wondrous well belou’d, 

Shalt in thy Countries mufter vp thy friends. 

My Soueraigne with his louing Cittizens, 

Shall reft in London till we come to him. 

Faire Lords take leaue.and ftand not to reply. 

Farewell i^y Soueraigne. 

X , »«g‘.Farwcll my Hettor, my Troies true hope. 

War, Farwel fwcet Lords.lcts meete at Couentry. 

.4//. Agreed. Sxeuntomm, 

Enter Edward and bis tratne. 

Edw. Seize on thcfhamefac’ft Henry , 

And once againe conuey him to the Tower, 

Away with him,I will not hearc him fpeakc. 

And now towards Couentry let vs bend our courfe, a... b 
T o meete with Warwicke and his confederates, /f 

Exeunt mtfa, 

£ nter Warwicke on the wals. 

War, Where is the pofte that came from valiant Oxford ? 
How farre hence is thy Lord,my honeft fellow ? 

Oxf. pofte. By this at Da'mtry marching hitherward. 

War. Where is our brother Montague} / 

Where is the Pofte that came from Montague ? 

Pofte.l left him at Don fin ore with his troopes. 

W, nr . Say Summerfield,vthei:e is my louing fonne ? 

And by thy gueffe,how farre is Clarence hence ? 

Summer. At Southam my Lord Ilcft him with 
His force,and do expert him two houres hence. 

War. Then Oxford is at hand,I hearc his Drum. 

Enter Edward and bis power. 

Glo.See brother,where the furlie Warwicke mans the wall* 
War. O vnbid fpight,is Ipotfull Edward come ? 

Where flept our fcouts,or how are they feduc’d, 

7 That 



of Yarke md LancaHer. 
wc c ould haue no newes of their repaire ? 
fj 0 w Warwicke, wilt thou be forry for thy faults, 
a call Edward, king, and he will pardon thee. 

.Nay rather wilt thou draw thy forces backe, 
r nfcfte who fet thee vp and puld thee downe, 
rW^Patron.and be penitent ? 

Mid thou fhalt ftill remaine the Duke of Yorkc. 

^ I had thought at leaft he would haue faid the king. 

Or did he make the icaft againft his will. 
f^ir/Twas Warwicke gaue the kingdome to thy brother. 
&kWhy then tis minc,if but by Warwicks gift. 
wxf j } but thou art no ^itlas for fo a great a weight, 

^d weakling, Warwicke takes his gift againe, 
tftnn is my king , Warwicke his fubiedl. 

idir.Iprethee gallant Warwicke tell me this, 

What is the body when the head is off? 

C/o.Alaffcjthat Warwicke had no more forefight, 
Butwhilfthc fought to fteale the fingle ten, 

The king was finely fingred from the decke. 

You left poor t Henry in the Biftiops pallaee. 

And ten to one you’l meete him in the T ower. 

Sdn.Tis euen fo,and yet you are old Warwicke ftill. 

War. 0 chcerefull colours,fee where Oxfordcomes. 

Enter Oxford, with drum and fouldiors ♦ 

Ox, Oxford, Oxford, for Lancafler. . 

Sd.The gates are open,fce,they enter in. 

Lets follow them, and bid them battaile in the ftreetes. 

G/n.No/o fome other might fet vpon our backes, 

Wee’lftay till all be entered,and then follow them. 
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Sntcr Somcrfet jwithTyrtim and, foldtors* 
Sw.Somrfet, Somerfetftoi Lane after. 

fyoJY wo of thy name, both Dukes of Somerfet, 
Haucfolde their liues vnto the houf&of Yorks > 

And thou fhalt be the third, if my fword hold* 

’ P 3 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes. 

Enter Montague, with Drum and Soldiers. * 

Mont , Montague, Ad out ague , fo r Lane after. 

A^.Traiteroiis Mont ague, thou and thy brother 
Miall deerely abide this rebellious a<fte. 

Enter Clarence with Drum and Soldiors. 

War. And loc where George of Clarence fweepes alone 
<31 power enough to bid his brother battaile. ®* 

0 a - Clarence, Clarence ,for Lane after. 

Edw. £t tu 2?r#r*,wilc thou (lab Cafar too ? 

A parlie firm, to George of Clarence. 

Sound a parlie, and Richard and Clarence whi fieri together andth 
Clarence takes his red Rofe out of his Hat,& t hr owes it at Wartri^ 

Come Clarence, come, thou wilt if Warwick, e call 
C4*. Father ©f Warwicke, know you what this meanes ? 

1 throw mine infamy at thee, 

I will not ruinate my fathers houfe, 

( Who gaue his blood to lime the Hones together) 

And let vp Lancafter. Thinkeftthou, 

That Clarence is fo harfii vnnaturall. 

To lift his fword againft his brothers’life. 

And fo proud hearted Warwicke I defic thee, 

And to my brothers turne my blufliing cheekes. 

Pardon me Edward, for I haue done amiffe, 

And Richard do not frowne vpon me. 

For henceforth I will proue no more vneonftant, 

Ediv . Wc 1 come Clarence, and ten times more welcome, 
Then if thou neuer hadft deferu d our hate. 

G/a. Welcome good Clarence,this is brotherly. 

War.Oh palling traitor, per hir’d and vniuft. 

Ediv.ISlovi Warwicke, wilt thou leaue 
The towne and fight ? or (hall we beate the 
Stones about thine cares ? 

War. Why I am not coopt vp heerc for defence, 

I will away to ftsrarprefently, 

Sri 



of Torke and Lancaster. 
jbidtheebattail c,Edward if thou dar’ft. 
fdir.Ycs Warwick^ he dares, and leades the way, 
iords to the field,Saint George and vi&ory. 






Exeunt omnts. 

AUrtnes ,and then enter Warwicke wounded. 
fftir.Ah, who is nie ? Come to me friend or foe, 

And tell roe who is v\&ov,Torke or Warwicke ? 

Why askc I that ? my mangled body {hewes, 

Th/tlmuft yeeld my body to the earth. 
Andbytnyfalltheconquefttomy foes, \ 

Thus yeelds the Cedar to the axes edge, 

Whofe armes gaue fhelter to the princely Eagle, 

Vnder whofe (hade the rampant Lyon flept, 

Whofe top branch ouer-peerd loues fpreading tree. 

The wrincklcs in my browes now fild with bloud, 

Were likened oft to kingly fepulchers. 

Forwholiu’dking,but 1 could dig his graue? 

And who durft fmile,when IParwicke bent his brow i 
Loenowmy glory fmeard in duft and blood, 

Myparkcs.my walkcs.my manners that I had, 

Euennow forfake mc,and of all my Lands, 

Is nothing left me but my bodies length. 

Enter Oxford andSomerfet ». 

Oxf.hh Warwicke, Warwicke, cheetc vp thy felfe and liue, 
Foryet there’s hope enough to win the day. 

Our warlike Queene with«roopes is come from France, 

And at South. hampton landed all her traine, 

And mightft thou liue,then would we neuer file. 

®>.Why then 1 would notflle,nor haue I now, . 

But Hercules himfelfe muft yeeld to ods. 

For many wounds receiu’d,and many more repaid©. 

Hath robd my ftrong knit finewes of their ftrength, 

Andfpite of fpites- needs muft I yeeld to death. 

&*»,Thy brother Montague hath breath’d hislaft, 
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' ' “ ,cn funded like a clamour in a vault * 

That could not be diftinguifht for the found 
An ii° ^^ahant Montague gaue vp the ghoft. 

AnTp r * W ? t,Spompe,rule ' rei o ne » but earth andduft* 
And hue we how we can, yet dye we rnuft. ^ 

Sweet reft his foule, flye Lords, and faue your felucs 

For bids you ail farewell to meetein heauen. 

Oxf. Come Noble Somerfet, let’s take ourWfe^"* 
And caufc recreate be founded through the Camne 
That all our friends that yet remaine a 8 liue, P s 

T . ay b . c forewarn d, and faue themfelues by flight 
rhat done, with them »eell poBe vnto the oSeeic 
And once more try our fortune in the field. ^ * 

Exit ambo. 




. Soldiers . * 

Edw. Thus ftill our fortune giucs vs vi&orie 
And g,rt out temples with triumphant ioyes. 

The big-bon d traitor tVarwicke hath breath’d his laft 
And heauen this day hath fmil’d vpon vs all. * * 
But tn this cleare and brightiome day, 

I lee a blacke fufpicious clowd appeare 
That will encounter with our glorious Sunne, 

Before he game hiseafefiill wefterne beames • 

r, a :* feP i° W rswhich thc Qu*ene hath got in Franc 
A re landed, and meane once more to menace vs. 

Glo. Oxford and Somerfet are fled to her, 

ur a- lke ty* baue timc to breath. 

Her faction will be full as ftrong as ours. 

ThftthVu^ TuT if<le by , our louil1 g friends. 

That the y do hold their courfe towardes Tewksbury : 

Thuhcr will we, for willingncfle rids way ; • 
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. " , of Yorke and Letncajltr, 

. j in e uery Country as we pa(f« along, 

Lftrengths (hall be augmented, 
r me lets go, for if we flacke this bright fummers day, 
cuoe winters fhowers will marre our hope for haie. 
in, r Exeunt omnes, 

£ H ter the Queene,Prince Edward , Oxford and Somerfet, 
with Drum and Soldiors. 

Owwe.Welcome to England,my louing friends of France, 
Midwelcome Somerfet, and Oxford too. 

Once mote haue we fpread our failes abroad, 
and though our tackling be almoft confumde, 
and Warwicks** our maine Maftoucrthrowne, 
y e t warlike Lords raife you that fturdie pofte, 

Thatbeares the failes to bring vs vnto reft, 
and Ned and I as willing Pilots ftiould. 

For once with carefull mindes guide on the fterne, 

Tobeare vs through that dangerous gulfc 
That heeretofore hath fwallowed vp our friends. 

Pritice.Knd if there be (as God forbid there fhould) 
amongft vs a timerous or fearcfull man. 

Let him depart before the battailes ioyne, 

Lead he in time of need entice another, 
and fo withdraw the foldiours hearts from vs. 

Iwill not ftand aloofe and bid you fight. 

But with my fword preafe in the thickeft throngs, 
andfmgle Edward from his ftrongeft guard, 
and hand to hand enforce him for to yeeld, 

Otleaue my body as witnefle of my thoughts, 

Oxf , Women and children of fo high refolue. 

And warriors faint, why twereperpetuall fhame. 

Ohbraue young Prince, thy noble grandfather 
Doth Hue agame in thee. 

Long maift thou liue to beare his image. 

And to renew his glories. 

Som.hnd he that turnes and flies when fuch do fight, 
let him to bed, and like the Owle by day 



Be 
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Be hift, and wondered at if he arife. 

Enter a Meffenger, 

JMeff. My Lords, Duke Edward with a mighty power 
Is marching hitherwards to fight with you. 

Oxf. I thought it was his policy to take vs vnprouidcd. 

But here will we ftand and fight it to the death. 

Enter K. E dtvard, (ftarence ,Glofler,H aft mgs , and fouldiers . 
Edrv. See brothers, yonder ftands the thorny wood, 

Which by Gods afliftance, and your prowefle, 

Shall with our fwords ere night be cleane cut downe. 

Queen. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I Ihouldfay 
My teares gainfay.For as you fee, I drinke 
The water of mine eyes. Then no more but this : 

Henry our King is prifoner in the Tower, 

His land, and all our friends, are quite diftreft. 

And yonder ftands the Wolfe that makes all this ; 

Then on G ods name Lords together cry, Saint George. 
tsfll. Saint George for Lancafter. 

jjlarmes to the battell,Torke flies , then the chambers be difeharged. 
Then enter the King , Clarence, Glojler ,and the reft , making a greet 
fhoHt, and cry, for Tor ke, for Torke, and then the Qucene, prince, 
Oxford, and Somerfet arc taken , and then found and enter all «- 

gaine. 

Edw. Lo here a period of tumultuous broyles. 

Away with Oxford to Hames Caftle flraight. 

For Somerfet, off with his guilty head. 

Away, I will not heare them fpeake. 

Oxf. For my part lie not trouble thee with words, ExitOxf. 
Sows.Nor I , but ftoop with patience to my death. Exit Sum. 
£d»\Now Edward, whatfatisfa&ion canftthou make,. 
For ftirring vp my fubie&s to rebellion ? : 

Prin. Speake like a fubie& proud ambitious Yorke ; 
Suppofe that I am now my fathers mouth, 

Refignethy chaire.and where I ftand, kneele thou, 

Whilft I propofe the felfefame words to thee, , 

Which 



of Yorke and LancaJler. 

yyhich Traitor thou wouldft haue me anfwer to. 

Qu. Oh that thy father had bene fo refolu’d. 

Clo. That you might ftill haue kept your peticote, ' 

And nere haue ftolne the breech from Lancafter. 

Pun. Let t /£fop fable in a winters night, 

His currilh Riddles forts not with this place. 

Qlo . By heauen brat,ile plague you for that word. 

Qu. I, thou waft borne to be a plague to men. 

Q[ 0 , For Gods fake take away this captiue fcold. 

Prin. Nay take away this fcolding Crooke-backe rather. 

Ediv. Peace wilful! boy, or I will tame your tongue. 

Cl*. Vntutor’d Lad, thou art too malapart. 

Prin. I know my duty, you are all vndutifull. 

Lafciuious Edward, and thou periur’d George, 

And thou mifhapen Dicke, I tell you all 
I am your better. Traitors as you be. 

Edw. Take that, thou likendfe of this railer here. Stabs him « 
£«.Oh kill me too. 

Clo. Marry and (hall. 

Ed. Hold Richard hold, for we haue done too much alreadic* 
Clo. Why fhould (he liue to fill the world with words* 

Ed, What doth (he fwound ? 

Make tneanesforher rccouery. 

Glo, Clarence, cxcufc me to the King my brother, 

Imuft to London on a ferious matter. 

Ere you come there, you (hall heare more newes. 

Cl*. About what, prethee tell me ? 

C/o.The Tower man, the Tower : lie roote them out. 

Exit Glojler. 

Qu. Ah Ned, fpeake to thy Mother boy : 

Ah, thou canft not fpeake. 

Traitors, Tyrants, bloody Homicides, 

They that ftab’d Cafar fhed no blood at all, 

For he was a man ; this, in refpeiSh a childe. 

And men nere fpend their fury on a childe. 

What's worfe then Tyrant that I may not name? 

You 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes, 
Youhaue no children diuels,ifyou had. 

The thought of them would then hauc ftopt your rage, 

But if you euer hope to haue a fonne, 

Locke in his youth to haue him fo cut off. 

As traitors you hauc done this fweet young Prince. 

Edw. A way, and beare her hence. 

Queene. Nay nerc beare me hence, difpatch 
Me heere, hcere fheathe thy fword, 
lie pardon thee my death. Wilt thou not i 
Then Clarence , do thou do it. 

£7<*.By heauen I would not do thee fomuch eafc. 

Queene. Goo A Clarence do, fweet Clarence kill me too. 
C/rf.Didfl thou not heare me fweare I would not do it ? 
Queen. 1 , but thou vfeft to forfweare thy felfc, 

Twas finne before, but now tis charity. 

Where’s the diuels butcher ,hard-fauoured Richard, 

Richard where art thou ? He is not here. 

Murder is his almes-deed, 

Peti tioners for blood, hee’l nere put backe. 

£d».Away I fay, and take her hence perforce. 
flu . So come to you and yours,as to this Prince. 
£<fo\Clarencc,whether is Glofter gone ? 

Cla . Marry my Lord to London, and as I guelfe. 

To make a bloody fupper in the Tower. 

Edw.He is fudden if a thing come in his head. 
Well,difcharge the common foldiors with pay 
and thank$,and now lets toward London, 

To fee our gentle Queene how fhe doth fare. 

For by this 1 hope fhe hath a fonne for vs. Exeunt emu. 

Enter Glofler to King Henry in the Tower , 

Glo.GooA day my Lord. What at your booke fo hard ? 
Hen.l my good Lord. Lord 1 fhould fay rather, 

Tis finne to flatter,good was little better. 

Good Glofter, and good Diuell,were all alike. 

What feene of death hath Rojiut now to a£fe i 
Glo. Sufpition al waies haunts a guilty mindc. 



of Torke andtancaBer. 

#»,The bird once limde,doth fearethefatall bufh, 
indl the haplclfe maile to one poore bird, 

{jane now the fatall obie& in mine eie, 

Where my poore young was limde,was caught and kild. 

Qlo. Why,' what a foolc was that of Creetel 
]hat taught his fonne the office of a bird, 

Und yet for all that the poore Fowle was drownd. 

fan. I Dedalus, my poore fonne Icarus , 

Jhy father Minos th at denide our courfe, 

Thy brother Edward , the funne that fearde his wings, 
fji thou the enuieft gulfe that fwallowed him. 

Oh better can my bread abide thy daggers point. 

Then can mine eares that tragicke hiftory. 

Glo. Why doft thou thinke I am an executioner ? 

Hen. A perfecutor I am furc thou art. 

And if murdering innocents be executions. 

Then I know thou art an executioner. 

Cto . Thy fonne I kild for his prefumption. 

£e«.Hadft thou bin kild when firft thou didft prefume, 

| Thou hadft not liude to kill a fonne of mine, 

&& Andthuslprophefieofthee. 

; That many a widow for herhusbandsdeath, 

And many an infants water {landing eie, 

Widowes for their husbands, children for their fathers, 

Shall curfe the time that euer thou wert borne, 

TheOwlc (hriktatthy birth, an euill figne, 

Thenight Crow cride.aboding lucklefie tune, 

Dogshowld, and hideous tempefts ftvooke downe trees, 

TheRauen rookt her on the Chimnies top. 

And chattering Pies in difmall difeord fung. 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers paine. 

And yet brought forth leffe then a mothers hope, 

: To wit: an vndigeft created lumpe, 
j Not like the fruite of fuch a goodly tree, 

1 Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft borne, 
ofignifie thou cam’ft to bitethe world, 

| An d if the reft be true that I haue heard, 

Thoa. 
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Thou earn ft inco the world St hr 

gio. Die prophet in thy fpeedyle heare no more * • 
For this amongft the reft was I ordain’d. 

Hen. I, and for much more {laughter after this. 

0 God forgiuc my finnes, and pardon thee. v , 

Clo. What? will the afpiring blood of Lancafter * ^ 

Sinke into the ground ? I had thought it would haue mount a 
See how my fword weepes for the poore Kings death. M ' 
Now may fuch purple tearcs alwayes be filed. 

For fuch as feeke the downfall of our houfe. * Stab l, 

Downe, downe to hell, and fay I fent thee thither , 

I, that haue neither pitty , louc, nor feare. 

Indeede twas true that Henry told me of. 

Fori haue often, heard my mother fay, 

1 came into the world with my legges forward. 

And had I not rcafon thinke you to make haft. 

And feeke their ruines that vfurp’d our rights \ 

The women weeping, and the Midwife crying, 

0 Iefus bleffe vs, he is borne with teeth : 

And fo I was indeede. Which plainly fignified/ 

That I fhould inarlc and Pits, and play the Doggc. 

Then, finccheauen hath made my body fp, ° 

Let hell make crook’d my minde to anfyver it. 

1 had no Father, I am like no Father ; 

I haue no brothers, I am like no brothers; 

And this word Lone, which gray-beards termc Diuine, 

Be refident in men like one another, ’ 

And not in me, I am my fclfe alone. 

(Clarence beware, thou keptft me from the light. 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will buz abroad fuch Prophefies, 

Vnder pretenceof outward feeming ill. 

As Edward (hall be fearefull ofhis life. 

And then to purge his feare, lie be thy death. 

King Henry, and the Prince his fonne are gone. 

And Clarence thou art next muft follow them/ 

So by one and one difpatching all the reft, 

Cou»* 



of Yorke and Lancaster . 

Counting my felfe but bad.till I be beft. 
lledrag th y body in anot b cr roome > 

[nd triumph Henry in thy day of doome. Exit. 

Uttr King Edward,- Qtteene Elizabeth, anda Nurfe with the pang 
Prince ,and Clarence ,(] loft er, Ha flings, and others ♦ 



•Olfi: 



.Once more we fit in Englands throne, 

Rcnurchaft with the blood of enemies. 

What valiant foemen like to Antumnes corne, 

(laue we mow’d downe in tops of all their pride ? 

Three Dukes of Somerfet, three-fold renownd 
for hardy and vndoubted Champions. 

Two Cliffords, as the father and the fonne. 

And two Northumbcrlands,two brauer men ^ 

Nerefpurd their Courfers at the trumpets found. 

With them the wo rough Beares, Warwicke and CMorMgue, 
Thatin their chaines fettered the Kingly Lion, 

And made the Forreft tremble when they roard. 

Thus haue we fwept fufpition from our feat. 

And made our footfloole of fecurity. 

Come hither 'Bejfe , and let me kiffe my boy, 

Young Ned, fot thee,thine Vnckles and my felfe, 

Haue in our armours waccht the winters night, 

Marche all afoot,in fummers fealdingheate. 

That thou mightft repoflefle the crowne in peace. 

And of our labours thou (halt reape the gaine. 

6/o.Ile blaft his harueft,if your head were laid, 

Foryetla.m not lookt on in the world. 

This (boulder was ordaind fo thicke to heauc, 

Andheaue it (T 13 II fome weight, or breake my backe, 

Worke thou the way, and thou fhalt execute. 

Edw. Brothers of C larence and of Glofter, 
Puylouemylouely Qucene, 

And kiffe your Princely Nephew, both. 

Ck.’Ths duty that Lowe vnto your Maiefty, 
hcale vpon the rofiate lips of this fwcete Babe* 
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The contention of the two famous tioufes , 
Qtgene. Thankes noble Clarence, worthy brother thanke* 
G/^.And that I loue the fruite from whence thou fpranpft 
Witnefle the louing kiflc I giue the childe. ' ’ 

To fay the truth/o Mm kift his matter. 

And lb he cride all haile, and meant all harme. 

£^w.Now am I feated as my foule delights, 

C la. What will your grace haue done with t Margaret ? 
Reynard her father, to the King of France 
Hath pawnd the Cicels and Iernfalem, 

And hither haue they fent it for a ranfome. 

£dv.Away with her,and waft her hence to France, 

And now what reft?, but that we fpend the time. 

With (lately triumphs and mirthfull comicke fhewes 
Such as befits the pleafures of the Court. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets,farwell to fowre annoy. 

For heerc I hope begins our lading ioy. 

Exeunt omnes. 
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